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the t 
Honor, 
Lord Z 
ud on 
Pine | 


N ple 


jour d 
ſlowe 
ce mot 
urs be 
a that 
ſeeke 
8 enou 
ale bu 
ar ſhall 
Dur true 
perfec 
cht 01 


bug a 


Free at 


And ſc 


Yor, 


” ws 


the truelie Vertuous, and worthie of all 
Honor, the Right Honourable EDWARD, 
Lord Zoucn, Saint Mavuke and CanTELVves, 
nd one of his Majeſtie's moſt Honourable | 
Mme Councell. | | 


m r 2 «4 % — — 
2 — „ 


JE pleas'd (great Lord) when underneath the | 
ſhades | 

jour delightful Bramſhill (where the ſpring | 
lowers for gentle blaſts with Zephire trades) | 

xe more to heare a filly ſhephearde ſing. 

us be the pleaſure, mine the ſonneting ; | 

athat hath his delight; nor ſhall I need 

ſeeke applauſe amongſt the common ſtore, 

enough if this mine oatem reed 

aſe but the eare it ſhould ; I aſke no more. 

Ir ſhall thoſe rurall notes which heretofore 

ur true attention grac'd and wing'd for fame 

xrfetlye: Oblivion ſhall not gaine 

ht on your worth, but ſung ſhall be your 

name 

long as England yeelds or ſong, or ſwaine. 

free are my lines, though dreſt in lowly ſtate, 

And ſcorne to flatter, but the men J hate. 
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Your Honour's, 
WiltiaM BROWN RE. 


Vor, III. B 


[Lü J 
Of his Friend, Maſter WITLIAM Brow 


A Poet's borne, not made: No wonder the 
Though Spencer, Sidney (miracles of men, 
Sole Engliſh Makers: whoſe ev'n names ſo hie 
Expreſſe by implication Poeſy) 
Were long unparalell'd: For nature bold 
In their creation, ſpent that precious mould, 
That nobly better earth, that purer ſpirit 
Which Poets as their birth-rites, claime tinheri 
And in their great production, prodigall, 
Careleſſe of futures well-nie ſpent her all; 
Viewing her worke, conſcious ſh' had ſuffe 
wracke, * 
Hath caus'd our Countrymen ere ſince to lache 
| That better earth and forme: Long thiil 
growne 
Who truly might beare poets, brought forth ron 
Till now of late, ſeeing her flockes new full 
(By time, and thrift) of matter beautifull, 
And quinteflence of formes; what ſeverall 
Our elder poets graces had, thoſe all 
She now determin'd to unite in one, 
So to ſurpaſſe herſelfe, and call'd him Browne: 
That beggar'd by his birth, ſhe's now ſo poore 
That of true Makers ſhe can make no more. 
Hereof accus'd, anſwer'd, ſhe meant that he 
A ſpecies ſhould, no individuum be: 5 
| at 


L in] | 
t (Phoenix like) he in himſelfe ſhould find 
If Poeſy contain'd each ſeveral kind. 


take, 
Tbereof all following Poets well to make. 
for of ſome former ſhe had now made knowne 


Browne, 


IN LIBELLUM [NSCRIPTIONENQJE- 


rgil's ſelected, yours elected are. 

& imitates, you make: and this your creature 
Epreſleth well your name, and theirs, their 
Nature. N 


E. JounsoN 
lat, Temp. 


0 his better beloved, than known Friend, 
Maſter Bzow NE. 


hinking to win and weare, they break the baies; 
u flow Footeman ſtriving neere to come, 
Aſwifter that before him farre doth runne, 


B 2 Puft 


ud from this Phœnix's urne, thought ſhe could 


They were her. errours whil'ſt ſh intented 


Not Aglogues your, but Eelogues: To compare: 


UCH is the fate of ſome (write) now a daies: | 
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[iv ] 
Puft with the hope of honour's gole to winne, 
Runnes out of breath, yet furtheſt of from him 
So doe our moſt of poets, whoſe muſe flies 
About for honour, catch poor butterflies, 
But thou, faire friend, not — ſhall! be *mong! 
thoſe - . 
That make à mountaine PERS a mole-hill grows 
Thou, whoſe ſweet ſinging pen, ſuch layes hatt 
writ 
That im an old way, teacheth us neu wit. 
Thou that were born and bred to be the man, 
To turne Apollo's glory i into Pan: | 
And when thou lifts of ſhepheards leave to write 
To great Apollo, adde againe bis light: 
For never yet like ſhepheards forth have come, 
Whoſe pipes ſo ſweetly play as thine hath done 
Faire muſe of Broyne, whoſe beauty is as pure 
As women browne, that fair and long'ſt endure; 
Still mayſt thou, as thou doſt, a lover move, 
And as thou doſt each mover may thee love, 
Whilſt I myſelfe in love with thee muſt fall, 


Browne's muſe the faire browne woman ti! 
win call. SET ati) 
Joun ONTLEVx. 
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SHEPHEARD's PIPE. 
THE FIRST EGLOGUE. 


„ THE ARGUNENTs: 
e 1 | 


Roger and Willie both ymet, 

Upon a greeny Ley; | 

With Rondelayes and Tales are fet, 
To ſpend the length of Day. 


WILLIE ROGET, 


WILLIE. 


* 1 


R OGET, aN not, ſee the ſpring 
Is the earth enamelling, 

And the birds on every tree 

Greete this morne with melodie: 

Heark, how yonder thruftle chants it, 
And * mate as proudly yants it; 
See how every ſtreame is dreſt 2H 
By her margine, with the beſt ES 
Of Flora's gifts, ſhe ſeemes glad  _. | 
For ſuch brookes ſuch flowers ſhe had: | þ 
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All the trees are quaintly tyred 
With greene buds, of all deſired; 
And the hauthorne every day, 
Spreads ſome little ſhew of May: | 
See the primroſe ſweetly ſet 
By the much-lov'd violet, 
All the bankes doe ſweetly cover, 
As they wou'd invite a lover 
With his laſſe, to ſee their dreſſing, 
And to grace them by their preſſing. 
Yet in all this merry tide 
When all cares are laid aſide, 
Roget ſits as if his bloud 
Had not felt the quickning good 
Of the ſun, nor cares to play, 
Dr wich ſongs to paſſe the day 
As he wont. Fye, Roget fye, 
Raiſe thy head, and merrily 
Tune us ſomewhat to thy reede ; 
See our flockes do freely feede : 
Here we may together it, 
And for muſicke very fit 
Is this place; from yonder wood 
Comes an eccho ſhrill and good ; 
Twice full perfectly it will 
Anſwere to thine oaten quill. 
Roget, droope not then, but ſing 
Some kind welcome to the ſpring. 


RoGET» 


at a a a 


ET 
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RoGEtr. 


Ah Willie, Willie, why ſhould I, 


Sound my notes of jollitie ? 
Since no ſooner can I play 

Any pleaſing roundelay, 

But ſome one or other {til 

Gins to deſcant on my quill ; 
And will ſay, by this, he me 
Meaneth in his minſtralfie. 

If I chance to name an aſſe 

In my ſong, it comes to paſſe, 
One or other ſure will take it 
As his proper name, and make it 
Fit to tell his nature too, 

Thus whate're I chance to do 
Happens to my loſſe, and brings 
To my name the venom'd ſtings 
Of ill report: How ſhould I 
Sound then notes of jollitie? 


WILLIE, 


Tis true, indeed, we ſay all 
Rub a galPd horſe on the gall, 
Kicke he will, ſtorme, and bite: 
But the horſe of ſounder plight 


B 4 


Gently 
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Gently feeles his maſter's hand. WI 
In the water thruſt a brand In 
Kindled in che fier, *twille hiſſe; Of 
When a ſticke that taken is Or 
From the hedge, in water thruſt, Er 
Never rokes as would the firſt, Or 
But endures the water's touch. | An 
Roget, ſoit fares with ſuch Cal 


Whoſe owne guilt hath them enflam'd, We 
Rage whene're there vice is blam'd. 


But who in himſelfe is free Th 
From all ſpots, as lillies be, dhe 
Never ſtirres, do what thou can, No 
If thou ſlander ſuch a man An 
Yet he's quiet, for he knowes due 
With him no ſuch vices cloſe. 90] 
Onely he that is indeede ag 
Spotted with the leprous ſeede Pl 
Of corrupted thoughts, and hath Th 
An ulcerous ſoule in the path 11 
Of reproofe, he ſtraight will brall, = 
If you rub him on the gall. 1 
But in vaine then ſhall I keepe 
Theſe my harmleſſe flocke of ſheepe. 
And though all the day I tend them, 
And from wolves and foxes ſhend them. 2: 


Wicke 


Tay. Sugen raxp's Pip, 


Wicked ſw ayncs that beare me ſpight, 
In the gloomy vaile of night, 

Of my fold will draw the pegges, 
Cr elle breake my lambkins legges: 
(% unhang my weather's bell, 

Or bring bryers from the dell, 

And them in my ſold by pieces 

Caſt, to tangle all their fleeces. 
Well-a-day ! ſuch churliſh ſwaynes 
Now and then lurke on our plaines; 
That 1 feare, a time, ere long 

Shall not heare a ſhepheard's ſong. 
Nor a ſwayne ſhall take in taſke 

Any wrong, nor once unmaſke 

duch as do with vices rife : 
Soyle the ſnepheard's happy life: 
3 he meanes his ſheepe ſhall be 
\ prey to all their! injurie. 

This cauſeth me I do no more 

Chant ſo as I wont of yore: 

Unce in vaine then ſhould I keep 
Theſe my harmlef flccke of ſteepe. 


Py 


WILLIE. 


Yet if ſuch thou wilt not ſino, 
Make the woods and vallies ring 
| 2 Wuh 
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And to gird thy temples bring 


Then raiſe thee Roget. 


Vet leſt thou might'ſt find in me 


TE SHEPHEARD's Prrx. 


With foide other kind of lore, 
Roget hath enough in ſtore, 
Sing of love, or tell ſome tale, Sing 


Praiſe the flowers, the hils, the vale: Ver 
Let us not here idle be, 

Next day J will ſing to thee. 
Hearke on knap of yonder hill 
dome ſweet ſhepheard tunes his quill, 
And the maidens in a round 

Sit (to heare him) on the ground, 
And it thou begin, ſhall we 

Grac'd be with like company. 


Garlands for ſuch fingering. 


RoczEr. 


Gentle ſwaine, 
Whom I honour for thy ſtraine, 
Though it would beſeeme me more 
To attend thee and thy lore: 


A neglect of courteſie, 


I will fing what I did leere 


Long ago in Janiveere 
Of a ſkilfull aged fire, 


by the fire. 
As we toſted by the 2 walk 
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WILLIE. 


Sing it out, it needs muſt be 
Very good what comes from thee, 


Rocer., 


ulome, an em perour, prudent and wiſe, 
ned in Rome, and had ſonnes three, 

ich he had in great chiertee and great priſe, 
| when it ſhop ſo, that th' infirmitee 
death, which no wight may eſchew or flee 
lim threw downe in his bed, he let to call 
His ſonnes, and before him they came all. 


ad to the firſt he ſaid in this maneere, 

| th' eritage which at the dying 

my fadir, he me left, all in feere 

are 1 thee: And all that of my buying 
4 with my peny, all my purchaſing, 
My ſecond ſonne bequeath I to thee : 
And to the third ſonne thus ſaid hee: 


 Unmoveable 
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Unmoveable good, right none withouien 
Thee give I may; but I to thee deviſe 
Jewels three, a ring, brooch, and a cloth: 
With which, and thou be guied as the wi 
Thou maiſt get all that ought thee ſuffice; 
Who ſo that the ring uſeth ſtill to weare 
Of all folkes the love he ſaall conquere, 


e . 

And who ſo the brooch beareth on his brea 

It is eke of ſuch yertue and ſuch kind, 

That thinke upon what thing him liketh be 

And he as blive ſhall it have and finde. 

My words ſonne imprint well in mind: 
The cloth eke hath a marvellous nature, 
Which that ſhall be committed to thy cur 

Who fo fit on it, if he wiſh where 

In all the world to beene, he ſuddenly 

Without more labour ſhall be there. 

Sonne, thoſe three jewels bequeath I 

To thee, unto this effect certainely, 

That to ſtudy of the univerſitee | 
Thou go, and that I bid and charge thee. 


Whe 
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he had thus ſaid, the vexation 4 al 
th ſo haſted him, that his ſpirit „ ag T 
ſorſooke his habit ation 
body, death would no reſpite 
eve at al', he was of his life quitte. 
buried was with ſuch ſolemnity, 

fell to his imperial dignity, . _ 


yongeſt ſonne I tell ſhall. 
heake no more of his brethren two, | 
th them have I not to do at all. 

hake the mother Jonath:s unto: 

0d hath his will of thy father doe; 

thy father's will, would I me conforms; 
truly yll-kis.teſtamtne petforwe, 


IT 


jewels, [as thou knoweft well, L 
vx brooch,” and a elctu, these: bequeath, 
rertues he thee told excry deal, 

t he paſt hence an yalde the breath : 
Cod, his deparüngz, his death 

| grievouſly ſlicketh unto mine heart, 
\ufered mat been all lo. for? i: mar: 


Is 
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In that caſe women have ſuch heavineſſe, 
That it not lyeth in my cunning aright; 
You tell of ſo great ſorrow the exceſſe: 
But wiſe women can take it light, 
And in ſhort while put unto the flight 
All ſorrow and woe, and catch againe com 
Now to my tale make I my reſort. 


Thy father's will, my ſonne, as I ſaid ere, 
Will I performe ; have here the ring, and g 


To ſtudie anon, and when that thou art ther th 
As thy fathey thee bade, doe even ſo, ta 
And as thou wilt, my bleſſing have alſo: | 

1 


She unto him, as ſwythe, took the ring, 
And bad him keepe it well for any thing. 


He went unto the ſtudie generall 
Where he gat love enough, and acquaintane 
Right good and friendly; the ring cauſing al 
And on a day to him befell this chance, 
With a woman, a morſell of pleaſance, 
By the ſtreets of the univerſitie, 
As he was in his walking, met he. 


he 
lon 
ln thi 
Bad | 
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night as blive he had with her a tale, 
chere withall ſore in her love he brent; 
i freſh, and piked, was ſhe to the ſale, 
to that end, and to that intent 

hither came, and both forth they went: 
id he a piſtle rowned in her eare, | 
Cit wot I what, for I ne came nat there, 


das his paramour ſhortly to ſey, 

zman to folkes all was ſo leefe, | 
they him gave abundance of money, 
kaſted folke, and ſtood at high boucheefe: 
helack of good, he felt no griefe, 

| whilſt the ring he with him had, 

bit fayling it, his friendſhip gan ſad, 


xaramour which that ycalled was 

icula, marvailed right greatly 

the diſpences of this Jonathas, 

he no peny at all with him ſy, 

lon a night as there ſhe lay him by 

it the bed, thus ſhe to him ſpake, and ſaid, 
ud this petition aſſoile him praid. 


O 
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O reverent fi Ir, unto wh om quoth the, 
Obey 1 would ay with heart $ humb! Gs cue, 
Since that ye han had m/ bir Zimitie, 
You I beſeech of your bi Ih gentlegeſſe, 
Tellith me hence comti the good and rich 
That yee wich feaſten folke, and Lan no 4g 
By ought I fe can, ne gold, ne treſore. 


Tf I tell it, quoth he, par aventure 

Thou wilt diſcover it, an'l out it publ: ſh, 

Such is woman's inconſtant nature, 

They carmot keepe councell worth a rich: 

Better is my tongue keepe, than to wit 
That I kad kept. cloſe that 13 gone at large, 
And repentance is a thing that I mote cha- 


Nay, good Gs, quoth ſhe, holdeth me not ſuſſ 
Doubteth nothing, I can be right ſecree, 
Well worthy were it me to been ab. ect 
From all good company, if I quoth ſhe, 
Unto you could fo miſtaxe me.. 
Be not adread your councell me to ſhew. 
Well, fd he, thus i it is at words fey. 
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father the ring which that thou maiſt ſee 

ny finger, me at his dying day 0 
veath'd, which this vertue and propertee 

th, that the love of men he ſhall have aye ' 
ut weareth it, and there ſhall be no nay 

Of what thing that bim liketh, aſke, and crave 
But with good will, he ſhall as blive it have. 


rough the ring's vertuous excellence 

us am I rich, and have ever ynow. 

w fir, yet a word by your licence 

ireth me to ſay, and to ſpeake now: 

t wiſedome, as that it ſeemeth you, 

Weare it on your finger continually ? 

What wold'ſt thou meane, quoth he, thereby ? 


ſat perill thereof might there befall? 
gat great, quoth ſhe, as ye in company 
ake often, fro? your finger might 1t fall, 
plucked off been in a ragery, | 

bd fo be loſt, and that were folly : 

Take it me, let me been of it wardeine, 
for as my life keepe it would I certeine. 


ol. III. C | This 
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This Jonathas, this innocent young man, The 
Giving unto her words full credence, lt w 
As youth not aviſed beſt be can: As { 
The ring her tooke of his inſipience. 

When this was done, the heat and the ferrenc 


Of love, which he beferne had purchaſed, N 
Was quench'd, and loves knot was unlaced. T 
Men of their gifts to ſtint began.. let 
Ah thought he, for the ring I not ne beare, Mat 
Faileth my love: fetch me woman And 
(Said he) my ring, anon I will it weare. My! 


She roſe, and into chamber dreſſeth her; Thee 


And when ſhe therein had been a-while, W 
Alaſſe (quoth ſhe) out on falſhood and gile.Wf M 
The cheſt is broken, and the ring took out: {W'orlc 
And when he heard her complaint and cry, Wh 1 
He was aſtonied ſore, and made a ſhout, Aud 
And ſaid, curſed be the day that I dorro 
Thee met firſt, or with mine eyne ſy. donn 
She wept, and ſhewed outward cheere of V Fo 
But in her heart was it nothing ſo. Ur 


Tl 


Tux SnkREARD's Piet. 19 


The ring was ſafe enough, and in her cheſt 

|: was, all that ſhe ſaid was leaſing, 

v ſome woman other while at beſt 

(in lye and weepe when is her liking. 

This man ſaw her woe, and ſaid, dearling 
Weepe no more, God's helpe is nye. 

To him unwiſte how falſe ſhe was and ſlye. 


le twyned thence, and home to his countree 
Lato his mother the ſtreight way he went, 

ind when ſhe ſaw thither comen was he; 

ſy ſonne, quoth ſhe, what was thine intent, 
Thee fro' the ſchoole now to abſent ? 

What cauſed thee fro' ſchoole hither to hye ? 
Mother, right this, faid he, nat would I lye. 


ile 


ſorſooth mother, my ring is a goe, 

ly paramour to keepe I betooke it, 

And it is loſt, for which I am full woe, 

vrrow fully unto mine heart it fit. 

one, often have I warned thee, and yet 
For thy profit I warne thee my ſonne, 
Unhoneſt women thou hereafter ſhunne. 


* 
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Thy brooch anon right woll I to thee fet: 
She brought it him, and charged him full aeepe 


When he it tooke, and on his breaſt it ſet, * 
Bet than his ring he ſhould it keepe, len 
Leſt he the loſie bewaile ſhould and wecpe. P 
To the univerſitie ſhortly to ſeyne oy 
In what he could, he haſted him ageine. Th 
And when he comen was, his paramour, uf 
Him, met anon, and unto her him tooke * 
As that he did erſt, this young revelour, vt 
Her companye he nat a deale forſooke, Ther 
Though he cauſe had, but as with the hooke Musto 
Ot her ſleight, he beforne was caught and hen ;, 

- Right ſo he was deceived oft and blent. U. 
And as through vertue of the ring before ral 
Of good he had abundance and plentee Thot 
While it was with him, or he had it lore: This 
Right ſo through vertue of the brooch had he rat 
W hat good him liſt ;ſhe thought, how may this bort 
Some privy thing now cauſeth this richeſle, T1 
As did the ring herebefore I geſſe. Be 


. | Word-rin 2 
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ſendering hereon, ſhe praid him, and beſought 
ily night and day, that tell he would f 

ze cauſe of this; but he another thought, 

le meant it cloſe for him it kept be ſhould, 

ud a long time it was or he it told. 

She wept aye too and too, and ſaid, alas! 

The time and houre that ever I borne was ! 


pe 


uſt ye not on me, fir ? ſhe ſaid, 

lerer me were be flaine in this place, 
that good Lord that for us all deid, 
Then purpoſe againe you any fallace ; 

Leto you would I be my liveꝰs ſpace 

As true, as any woman on earth 1s 

Unto a man, doubteth nothing of this. 


nall may ſhe doe, that cannot well by heet, 
Though not performed be ſuch a promeſle. 
Ths Jonathas thought her words ſo ſweet, 
That he was drunke of the pleaſant ſweetneſſe 
Of them, and of his fooliſh tenderneſſe. 

Thus unto her he ſpake, and ſaid tho” 

Be of good comfort, why weepeſt thou ſo ? 


C 3 And 
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And ſhe thereto anſwered thus, ſobbing; 

Sir, quoth ſhe, my beavineſſe and dreed 

Is this: J am a dread of the leeſing 

Of your brooch, as Almighty God forbeed 
It happen ſo: Now what, ſo God thee ſpeed, 
Said he, wouldeſt thou in this caſe counſaile 
Quoth ſhe, that I Keepe it might ſans faile, 


He ſaid, I have a feare and dread algate, 
If I fo did thou wouldſt it leeſe, 
As thou loſteſt my ring, now gone but late: 
Firſt God pray I, quoth ſhe, that I not cheeſe, 
But that my heart as the cold froſt may freeze, 
Or elſe be it brent with wild fire: 
Nay, ſurely it to keepe is my deſire, in 


To her wordes credence he gave pleneere, 

And the brooch tooke her, and after anone, 

Whereas: he was befarne full leefe and cheers 

To. folke, and had good, all was gone; | 

Good and friendſhip him lacked, there was none 
Woman, me fetch the brooch, quoth he, ſwythee 
Into thy chamber for it goe; hye thee. 


She 


Tux SHEPHEARD's PiPk» 


into chamber went, as then he bad, 
: he not brought that he ſent her fore, 
meant it nat, but as ſhe had been mad 
clothes hath ſhe all to rent and tore, 
u cry'd alas! the brooch away is bore, 
for which I wole anon right with my knife 
Hy ſelfe ſlay, I am weary of my lite, 


ile 


Ti noiſe he heard, and blive he to her ran, 
tening ſhe would han done as ſhe ſpake, 

d the knife in all haſte that he can 

m her tooke, and threw it behind his backe, 
d ſaid, ne for the loſſe, ne for the lacke 

Of the brooch, ſorrow not, I forgive all, 

I truſt in God, that yet us helpe he ſhall, 


oth* empereſſe his mother this yong man 
line him drefleth, he went her unto; 

ud when ſhe ſaw him, ſhe to wonder gan, 
e thought now ſomewhat there is miſdo, 
Wd aid, 1 dread thy jewels two 

Been loſt now, percaſe the brooch with the ring. 
Mother, he ſaid, yea, by heaven king. 


C 4 Sonne, 
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hen th 
his C0 
id bad 
0 fit alf 
2 doth 
Had ff 
Wiſt, 


Sonne, thou wotſt well no jewell is leſt 
Unto thee now, but the cloth pretious 
Which I thee take ſhall, thee charging eft 
The company of women riotous | 
Thou flee, leſt it be to thee ſo grievous 
That thou it nat ſuſtaine ſhalt ne beare, 
Such company on my bleſſing forbeare. 


g for 
bis Jo! 
ould ( 
nat as 
there 
Or th 
But t 


The cloth ſhe felt, and it hath him take, 

And of his lady his mother, his leave 

He took, but firſt this forward gan he make: 

Mother, ſaid he, truſteth this weel and leeve 

That I ſhall ſeyn, forſooth ye ſhall it preeve, 
If J leeſe this cloth, never J your face 
Henceforth ſee wole, ne you pray of grace, 


With God's helpe I ſhall do well ynow, ht t 
Her bleſſing he tooke, and to ſtudy is go, den 
And as beforne told have J unto you, bog 
His paramour his privy mortall foe re 


Was wont to meet him, right even ſo low C 
She did then, and made him pleaſant cheere: WW Vo! 
They clip and kiſſe and walk homeward in feere Wil 


When 
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en they were entred in the houſe, he ſprad 
is cloth upon the ground, and thereon fit, 
bad his paramour, this woman bad, 
ot alſo by him adowne on it. 

doth as he commandeth and bit, 

Hd ſhe this thought and vertue of the cloth 
iſt, to han ſet on it, had ſhe been loth. 


- for a while was full ſore affeſed. 

us Jonathas wiſh in his heart gan: 

bald God that I might thus been eaſed, 

ut as on this cloth I and this woman 

there, as farre were, as that never man 

Or this came, and unneth had he ſo thought, 
hut they with the cloth thither weren brought. 


cht to the world's end, as that it were, 

hen apparceived had ſhe this, ſhe cry'd 
Itogh ſhe through girt had be with a ſpere. 
ro! alas! that ever ſhope this tide! 

lor came we hither? Nay, he ſaid, abide, 
Worſe is comming ; here ſole wole I thee leave 


e Wild beaſts ſhallen thee devoure or eave. 


1 


For 
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For thou my ring and brooch haſt fro' me hold 
O reyerent fir ! have upon me pittee, 
Quoth ſhe, if ye this grace do me wolden, 
As bring me home againe to the cittee how | 
Where as I this day was, but if that ye 
Them have againe, of foul death do me d 
Your bountie on me kythe, 1 mercy cry, 


This Jonathas could. nothing beware, ke, q 
Ne take enſample of the deceites tweine 
That ſhe did him beforne, but feith him bare 
And her he commanded on death's peine 
Fro” ſuch offences thenceforth her reſtreine : 
She ſwore, and made thereto foreward, 


But herkneth how ſhe bore her afterward, 


Whan ſhe ſaw and knew that the wrath and irt 
That he to her had borne, was gone and paſt 
And all was well; ſhe thought him eft to fire, er 
In her malice aye ſtood ſhe ſtedfaſt, 
And to enquire of him was not agaſt, math 

In ſo ſhort time how that it might be 

That they came thither out of her contrie 


Sue 


Tus SuErzARp's Pix. 


rertue hath this cloth on which we fit, 
he, that where in this world us be liſt, 
znly with the thought ſhallen thither flit, 
how thither come unto us unwiſt: 

ling fro? farre, unknowne in the miſt. 

u therewith, to this woman fraudulent, 
dleepe, he ſaid, have I good talent. 


ke, quoth he, ſtretch out anon thy lap, | 
hich wole I my head lay down and reſt. 
$1t done, and he anon gan nap: 

' nay, he ſlept right well, at beſt : 

t doth this woman, one the fickleſt 

| women all, but that cloth that lay 

ader him, ſhe drew lyte and lyte aways 


n ſhe it had all: would God, quoth ſhe, 

re as T was this day morning! 

therewith this root of iniquitie 

her wiſh, and ſole left him there ſleeping. 
mathas! like to thy periſhing 

n thou, thy paramour made hath thy berd, 
e. Nan thou wakeſt, cauſe haſt thou to be ferd. 


L 


IC | — - 
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But thou ſhalt doe full well, thou ſhalt 042 
Victory on her, thou has done ſome dc-4 
Pleaſant to thy mother, well can I weene, 


| he 

For which our Lord quite ſhall thy mecd, alt 
And thee deliver out of thy wotull drecd. Wat f 
The childe whom that the mother ufeth My cle 


Full often ſythe is caſed in diſtreſſe. 


Whan he awoke, and neither he ne fond 
Woman, ne cloth, he wept bitterly, 
And ſaid, alas! now is there in no lond 
Man worſe I know begon then am I; 
On every ſide his looke he caſt, and ſy 
Nothing but birds in the aire flying, 
And wild beaſts about him renning. 


Of whoſe fight he full ſore was agryſed, 
He thought all this well deſerved I have, 
What ayled ine to be ſo evil aviſed, 
That my counſell could I nat keep and fave! 
Who can foole play? who can mad and rave? 
But he that to a woman his ſecree 
Diſcovereth, the ſmart cleaveth now on me 


I. 
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tus departeth as God would harmleſſe, 
[forth of a venture his way he is went, 
11therward he draw, he conceitiefic 

; he nat knew to what place he was bent. 
zalt a water which was fo fervent 

ſhat fleſh upon his feet left it him none, 

au cleane was departed from the bone. 


dope ſo that he had a little glaſſe 

ich with that water anon filled he: 

{when he further in his way gone was, 

cre him he beheld and ſaw a tree 

fair fruit bore, and in great plenrie : 

lle eate thereof, the taite him liked well, 

ut he there-through became a toule meſel. 


which unto the ground for ſorrow and wo 
tell, and ſaid, curſed be that day 

I was borne, and time and houre alſo 
my mother conceived me, for ay 

am I loſt; alas, and well away ! 

And when ſome deel flaked his heavineſſe, 


le roſe, and on his way he gan him dreſle. 


Another 
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Another water before him he ſye, 
Which (ſore) to comen in he was adrad: 
But natheleſſe, fince thereby, other way 


Ne about it there could none be had, nen 
He thought ſo ſtreitly am I beſtad, not 
That though it ſore me affeſe or gaſt, lle th 


Aſſoile it wole I, and through it he paſt. 


And right as the firſt water his fleſh 
Departed from his feet, ſo the ſecownd 
Reſtored it, and made all whole and freſh : 
And glad was he, and joyfull that ftownd, 
When he felt his feet whole were and ſound 
A violl of the water of that brooke 
He fill'd, and fruit of the tree with him to 


Forth his journey this Jonathas held, 
And as he his-looke about him caſt, 
Another tree from afarre he beheld, 

To which he haſted, and him hied faſt; 
Hungry he was, and of the fruit he thraſt 
Into his mouth, and eate of it ſadly, 

And of the lepry he purged was thereby. 
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that fruit more he raught, and thence is gour, 
Ja faire caſtle from a farre ſaw he, 

compaſſe of which, heads many one 

nen there hung, as he might well ſee, 

not for that he ſhun would, or flee, 

le thither him dreſſeth the ſtreight way 


u that ever that he can or may. 


iking ſo, two men came him ageine, 

| faiden thus: deere friend we you pray 
man be ye? ſirs, quoth he, certeine 
tech I am; and though myſelte it ſay, 

for the health of ſicke folkes well purvay. 
They ſaid to him, of yonder caſtle the king 
Aleper is, and can whole be for nothing. 


th him there hath been many a ſundry leech, 

ut undertooke him well to cure and heale 
paine of their heads, but all to ſeech 

eir art was, ware that thou not with him deale, 
tif thou canſt the charter of health enſeale: 
Leſt that thou leeſe thy head, as didden they, 
but thou be wiſe thou find it ſhall no pley. 
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Sirs, ſaid he, you thanke I of your reed, 

For gently ye han you to me quit : 

But I nat dread to looſe mine heed, 

By God's helpe full ſafe keepe I will it, 

God of his grace ſuch cunning and wit 
Hath lent me, that I hope I ſhall him cure 
Full well dare J me put in aventure, 


They to the King's preſence han him lad, Mela 
And him of the fruit of the ſecond tree 
He gave to eate, and bad him to be glad, 
And ſaid, anon your health han ſhall yee : 
Enke of the ſecond water him gave he 
To drinke, and whan he thoſe'two had rece! 
His lepry from him voided was and weivel 


The King (as unto his high dignity 

Convenient was) gave him largely, 

And to him faid, If that it like thee 

Abiden here, I more babundantly 

Thee give wole. My Lord fickerly, 
"Quoth he, faine would 1 your pleaſure full Me 
And in your high preſence abide till, 


Tart Surrntand's PIPE, 33 


Ino while may with you abide, 

\ mochill have I to done elſewhere, 

nathas every day to the ſea fide 

nich was nye, went to looke and enquere 
any ſhip drawing thither were, 

Which him home to his countrey lead might, 
And on a day, of ſhips had he fight, 


al a thirty toward the caſtle draw, 

1d at a time of evenſong, they all 

reden, of which he was full faw, 

id to the ſhipmen cry he gan and call; 

xd ſaid, if it ſo hap might and fall, 

That ſome of you me home to my countrie 
Me bring would, well quit ſhould he be. 


ce. ; 


d told them whither that they ſhoulden goe. 
e of the ſhipmen forth ſtart at laſt, 

d to him ſail, my ſhip and no moe 

| them that here been, doth ſhope and caſt 
uther to wend; let ſee, tell on faſt, 

Uuoth the ſkipman, that thou for my travaile 


ug ue give wilt, if that I thither ſaile. 
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They were accorded, Jonathas forth goeth 

Unto the king to aſke him licence 

Jo twine thence, to which the king was loth 

And nathleſſe with his benevolence, 

This Jonathas from his magnificence 
Departed is, and forth to the ſhipman 
His way he taketh, as ſwyth as he can. 


Cikt 
bouts 
| the 
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Into the ſhip he entreth, and as blive 
As wind and wether good hope to be, 
Thither as he purpoſed him arrive 
They ſailed forth, and came to the cittie 
In which this ſerpentine woman was, ſhe 
That had him terned-with falſe deceitis, 
But where no remedy followeth, ſtreit is. 


ow . 
be y 


tow 
4 th 
t ſhe 
And 


Hoy 


Turnes been quit, all be they good or bad 
Sometime, though they put been in delay. 
But to my purpoſe, ſhe deemed he had 
Been devoured with beaſts many a day 
Gone, ſhe thought he delivered was for ay. 
Folke of the cittie knew not Jonathas, 
So many a yeare was paſt, that he there was 


Miſliking 
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ſllking and thought changed eke in his face, 
uten he go'th, and for his dwelling 

[the cittie, he hired him a place, 

| therein exerciſed his cunning 

} phyſicke, to whom weren repairing 

Many a ficke wight, and all were healed ; 

Well was the ſicke man that with him dealed. 


w ſhop it thus that this Fellicula, 

he well of deceivable doubleneſle, 

lower of the ſteps of Dallida) 

5 then exalted unto high richeſſe, 

the was fallen into great ſickneſſe 

And heard ſeine, for not might it been hid 
How maſterfull a leech he had him kid, 


ages ſolemne to him ſhe ſent, 

wing him to do ſo mochill labour 

come and ſee her; and he thither went: 
aun he her ſaw, that ſhe his paramour 

Wl been, he well knew, and tor that dettour 
To her he was, her he thought to quite 

Or he went, and no longer it reſpite. 
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Put what that he was, ſhe ne wiſt nat, 
He ſaw her urine, and exe felt her pous, 
And ſaid, the ſooth is this plaine and flat, 
A lickneſie han ye ſtrange and mervailous, 
Which to avoid is wonder dangerous: 
To heale you there is no way but one, 
Leech in this world other can find none. 


Aviſeth you whether you liſt it take 
Or not, for I told have you my wit. 
Ah! fir, ſaid ſhe, for God's ſake, 
That way me ſhew, and I ſhall follow it 
Whatever it be; for this ſickneſſe fit 
So nigh mine heart, that I wot not how, 
Me to demene : tell on I pray yow. 


Lady yee muſt openly you confeſſe, 

And if againſt good conſcience and right, 
Any good han ye take more or leſſe, 
Beforne this houre, of any manner wight, 
| Yeeld it anon; elſe not in the might 
Of man is it, to give a medicine 

That you may heale of your ficknes and pi 


Hall 
le th 
An 
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any ſuch thing be, tell it out reed, 

ad ye ſhall been all whole I you beheet; 

e mine art is nought withouten dreed. 

Lord ſhe thought health is a thing full ſweet, 
herewith deſire I ſoverainly to meet: 

Since I it by confeſſion may recover, 

A toole am I but I my guilt diſcover. 


ow falſely to the ſonne of th* emperour 
mathas, had ſhe done, before them all 

3 ye han heard above, all that errour 
knew ſhe, O Fellicula thee call, 

Well may J fo, for of the bitter gall 

Thou takeſt the beginning of thy name, 
Thou root of malice and mirrour of ſhame. 


Then ſaid Jonathas, where are thoſe three 
ewels, that thee fro? the clerke withdrew ? 
rin a coffer, at my bed's feet, ye 

dall find them; open it, and ſo pray I you. 
le thought not to make it queint and tow 

And ſay nay, and ſtreine courteſie, 

But wich right good will thither he gan hye. 
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The cofter he opened, and them there fond, 

Who was a glad man but Jonathas ? who 

The ring upon a finger of his hond 

He put, and the brooch on his breaſt alſo, 

The cloth eke under his arme held he tho; 
And to her him dreſſeth to done his cure, 
Cure mortall, way to her ſepulture. 


He thought rue ſhe ſhould, and fore-thinke 

That ſhe her had unto him miſbore: 

And of that water her he gave to drinke, 

Which that his fleſh from his bones before 

Had twined, where through he was almoſt lore a 
Nad he relieved been, as ye above 
Han heard, and this he did eke for her love. 


Of the fruit of the tree he gave her ete, 
Which that him made into the leper ſtert, 
And as blive in her wombe gan they fret , 
And gnaw fo, that change gan her hert, b 
Now harkneth how eit her made ſmert: = 

Her wombe opened, and out fell each intraile | 

That in her was, thus it is faid fans faile. 


Thus 


TE SHEPHEARD's Prirx. | 39 


hus wretchedly (lo) this guile-man dyde, 

id Jonathas with jewels three 

o lenger there thought to abide, 

Bt home to the empreſſe his mother haſteth he, 
hereas in joy, and in proſperitee 

His life led he to his dying day, 

And ſo God us grant that we doe may. 


WILLIE» 


By ray hooke this is a tale 
Would befit our Whitſon-ale: 
Better cannot be I wiſt, 
Deſcant on it he that liſt, 

And full gladly give I wold 
The beſt coſſet in my fold, 
And a mazor for a fee, @ 
If this ſong thowlt teachen me. 
"Tis ſo quaint and fine a lay, 
That upon our revell day 

If I ſung it, I might chance 
(For my paines) be tooke to dance 
With our latly of the May. 
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Or 

Roctr, Mi 

An 

Roget will not ſay thee nay, Tt 
If thou deem'ſt it worth thy paines, If 

1 Net M. 
Tis a ſong not many ſwaines 6 

Singen can, and though it be g 

a : Ar 

Not ſo deckt with nycetie T1 

Of ſweet words full neatly chuſed, N. 


As are now by ſhepheards uſed: 

Vet if well you ſound the ſence, 

And the moral's excellence, W 
You ſhall find it quit the while, 

And excuſe the homely itile. 


Well I wot, the man that firſt Sc 
Sung this lay, did quench his thirſt, Ti 
Deeply as did ever one E. 
In the muſes Helicon. * 
Many times he hath heen ſeene = 
With the fairies on the greene, * 
And to them his pipe did ſound, H 
Whilſt they danced in a round. 1 
Mickle ſolace would they make him, K 
And at midnight often wake him, N 
And convey him from his roome N 
To a field of yellow broome; 


Or 
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Or into the medowes, where 

Mints perfure the gentle aire, 

And where Flora ſpends her treaſure, 
There they would begin their meaſure, 
If it chanc'd night's ſable ſhrowds 
Muffled Cynthia up in clowds ; 

Safely home, they then would ſee him, 
And from brakes and quagmires free him. 
There are few ſuch ſwaines as he 

Now adayes for harmonie. 


W1ILL1E. 


What was he thou praiſeſt thus? 
Rokr. 


Scholler unto Tityrus, 

Tityrus the braveſt ſwaine 

Ever lived on the plaine, 

Taught him how to feed his lambes, 
How to cure them, and their dams: 
How to pitch the fold, and then, 
How he ſhould remove agen: 

Taught him when the corne was ripe, 
How to make an oaten pipe, 

How to joyne them, how to cut them, 
When to open, when to ſhut them, 
And with all the ſkill he had 


Did inſtruct this willing lad. 
5 WILLIE. 
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WILILIE. 


Happy ſurely was that ſwaine, 
And he was not taught in vaine: 
Many a one that prouder is, 

Han not ſuch a ſong as this: 

And have garlands for their meed, 
That but jarre as Skelton's reed. 


HE 


TH 


Roctr. 


*Tis too true : but ſee the ſunne 


Hath his journey fully runne; Two 
And his horſes all in ſweate, D 
: In the ocean coole their heate : That 
Sever we our ſhcepe and fold them, A 


"Twill be night ere we have told them, 


Thomas Occleeve, one of the privie ſeale, co 
poſed this firſt tale, and was never till now 1 
printed. As this ſhall pleaſe, I may be dra 
to publiſh the reſt of his workes, being all p 
tect in my hands, He wrote in Chauce 


TH 
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THE SECOND EGLOGUE. 


THE ARGUMENT. 


Two Shepheards here complaine the * 
Done by a ,biniſb lout, 

That brings his hogges their ſheepe among, 
And fpoyle the plaine throughout. 


WILLIE JOCKIE. 


WILLIE. 


J OCKIE, ſay : What might he be 
That fits on yonder hill: 

And tooteth out his notes of glee 
So uncouth and ſo ſhrill ? 


Jcckix. 


— 
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Jockrx. 
Notes of glee? bad ones I trow, 
I have not heard beforne 
Once ſo miſtooke as Willy now, 
*F1s ſome Sow-gelders horne. 


And well thou alken might'{ if I Bat t 
Do know him, or from whence To 
He comes, that to his minſtralſie and 
Requires ſuch patience, Bu 
He is a Swinward, but I thinke To g 
No Swinward of the beſt : Ar 
For much he reketh of his ſwinke,“ Two 
And carketh for his reſt. Ti 
And 

WILLIE. A 

Harme take the ſwine! What makes he he And 
What luckleſſe planet frownes Se 
Have. drawne him and his hogges in fecre In e 
To root our daiſied downes. Y 
Il mote he thrive! and may his hogges lis 
And all that ere they breed Y 
Be ever worried by our dogocs, Hi 
For ſe preſumptuous deed. a 
Why kept he not amongſt the fennes? A. 
Or in the copſes by, * 


Or in the woods, and braky glennes, 


Were hawes and acorns lie? * 
. ; } 
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\out the ditches of the towne, 
Or hedge-rowes he might bring them, 


JocKkIE. 


9 


gut then ſome pence twould coſt the clowne 
To yoke and cke to ring them. 

and well I weene he loves no coſt 
But what is for his backe: 

To goe full gay him pleaſeth moſt, 
And lets his belly lacke. 

Two futes he hath, the one of blew, 
The other home-ſpun gray : 

And yet he meanes to make a new 
Againſt next revell day ; 

And though our May lord at the feaſt 
Seem'd very trimly clad, 

ln cloth by his own mother dreſt, 
Yet comes not neere this lad, 

His bonnet neatly on his head, 
With button on the top, 

His ſhoes with ſtrings of leather red, 
And ſtocking to his flop. 

And yet for all it comes to paſſe, 
He not our gybing ſcapes: 

dome like him to a trimmed Atle,. 
And ſome to Jacke-an-apes. 

00 | WIIIIE. 


he 
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WIILIE. 


It ſeemeth then by what is ſaid, 
That Jockie knowes the boore ; 

I would my ſerip and hooke have laid 
Thou knew'ſt him not before. 


Jockik. 


Sike lothed chanee by fortune fell, 


(If fortune ought can doe) 
Net kend him? Yes: I ken him well 
And ſometime paid for't too. 


WILLIE. 


Would Jockie ever ſtoope ſo low, 
As coniſſance to take 

Of fike a churle? Full well I know 
No nymph of ſpring or lake, 

No heardeſſe, nor no ſhepheard's gerle 
But faine would fit by thee, 

And ſea- ny mphs offer ſhells of perle 
For thy ſweet melodie. 

The Satyrs bring thee from the woods, 
The ſtrawberrie for hire, 

And all the firſt fruites of the buda 
To wooe thee to their quire, 


Silvan 
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ranus ſongſters learne thy ſtraine, 
for by a neighbour ſpring 

he Nightingale records againe 

What thou doſt primely fing. 

or canſt thou tune a madrigall, 

Or any drery mone, 

ut ny mphe, or ſwaines, or birds, or all 
Permit thee not alone, 

nd yet (as though devoid of theſe) 
Canſt thou ſo low decline, 

leave the lovely Naides 


for one that keepeth ſwine ? 
ut how befell it ? 


> 
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Jockre. 


T' other day 
As to the field I ſet me, 
ere to the May-pole on the way 
This fluggihh Swinward met me: 
nd ſeeing Weptol with him there, 
Our fellow-ſwaine and friend 
bad, good day, ſo on did fare 
To my propoſed end. 
but as backe frem my wintring ground 
came the way before, | 
This rude groome all alone I found 
Stand by the alehouſe dore. 

| There 


ant 
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There was no nay, but TI muſt in 
And taite a cup of ale; 

Where on his pot he did begin 
To ſtammer out a tale. 

He told me how he much defir'd 


Th' acquaintance of us ſwaines, Ul 
And from the foreſt was retir'd His ! 
5 To graze upon our plaines: Ar 
But for what cauſe I cannot tell, Our 
He cannot pipe nor ſing, Al 
Nor knowes he how to digge a well, "0 
Nor neatly dreſſe a ſpring : BU 
Nor knowes a trap nor ſnare to till, . 
He ſits as in a dreame; Be 
Nor ſcarce hath ſo much whiſtling kill Gall 
Will hearten on a teame. As 
Well, we ſo long together were, Ther 
I gan to haſte away, Of 
He licenc'd me to leave him there, 7 
And gave me leave to pay. Te 


WrLLIE, 


Done like a Swinward ; may you all Wha 
That cloſe with ſuch as he, 

Be uſed ſo! that gladly fall 
Into like company. 
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But if I faile not in mine art 
lle ſend him to his yerd, 

and make him from our plaines depart 
With all his durty herd, 8 

luonder he bath ſuff*red been 
Upon our common heere, 

His hogges doe root our yonger treen 
And ſpoyle the ſmelling breere. 

bur pureſt welles they wallow in, 
All over-ſpred with durt, 

Nor will they from our arbours lin, 
But all our pleaſures hurt. 

bur curious benches that we build 
Beneath a ſhady tree, 

dall be orethrowne, or ſo defilde 
As we would loath to ſee. 

Then joyne we Jockie; for the reſt 
Of all our fellow ſwaines, 

lam afſur'd will doe their beſt 
To rid him fro? our plaines. 


JockikE. 


What is in me ſhall never faile 
To forward ſuch a deed; 
And ſure I thinke we might prevaile 


By ſome Satyricke reed, 
B | WILIIII 
Vor. III. 1 
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WILLIE. 


If that will doe, I know a lad 
Can hit the maſter- vaine. 

But let us home, the ſkies are ſad, E 
And clouds diſtill in raine,. 


THEM U. 
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IEPHEARD?s PIPE. 
THE THIRD EGLOGUE. 


THE ARGUMENT. 


Old Nedds powertie they mone, 
Who whilome was a fwaine 

That had more ſheepe himſelſe alone, 
Then ten upon the plaine, 


PIERS, THOMALIN, 


Tou ALIN. 


| Wu E RE is every piping lad 
That the fields are not yclad 
With their milk-white ſheepe? 
Tell me: Is it holy day, 
Or if in the month of May 
E Uſe they long to fleepe ? 
| E 2 P1zrs, 
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PiIERs. 


3 Thomalin *tis not too late 
For the Turtle and her mate 
Sitten yet in neſt: 
| - And the Thraftle hath not been 
| Gath'ring wormes yet on the green 
f But attends her reſt, 
| Not a bird hath taught her young, 
Nor her morning's lefſon ſung 
In the ſhady grove : 
But the Nightingale in darke 
Singing, woke the mounting Larke 
She records her love.. 
Not the Sun hath with his beames 
Guilded yet our chriſtall ſtreames 
Riſing from the ſea. 
Miſts do crowne the mountaines tops, 
And each pretty mirtle drops, 
Tis but newly day. \ 
6 Vet ſee yonder (though unwiſt) 
| Some man commeth in the miſt; 


Haſt thou him beheld ? ( 
Sce, he croſſeth ore the land 
With a dogge and ſtaffe in hand, 

Limping for his eld. 

| THoMAL1N-Y, T 
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THOMALIN. 


Yes, I ſee him, and doe know him, 
And we all do rev'rence owe him, 
*Tis the aged fire 
Neddy, that was wont to make 
Such great feaſting at the wake, 
And the “ bleſſing: fire. 
Good old man! ſee how he walkes 
Painfull and among the balkes 
Picking lockes of wull: 
I have knowne the day when he 
Had as much as any three, 
When their lofts were full. 
Underneath yond hanging rocks 
All the valley with his flockes 
Was whilome over-ſpread: 
He bad milch-goates without peeres, 
Well-hung kine, and fatned ſteeres 
Many hundred head. 
Wilkin's cote his dairy was, 
For a dwelling it may paſſe 
With the beſt in towne. 
Curds and creame with other cheare, 
Have I had there in the yeare 
For a greeny gowne. 
E 3 Laſles 


The Midſummer fires ate termed ſv in the Weſt 
parts of England. 


— 
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L-Zaſſes kept it, as againe 


Were not fitted on the plaine 
For a luſty dance: 


And at parting, home would take us, 


Flawnes or ſillibubs to make us 


For our jouiſance. 


And though ſome in ſpight would tell, 


Yet old Neddy tooke it well; 
Bidding us againe 

Never at his cote be ſtrange : 

Unto him that wrought this change, 
Mickle be the paine ! 


Pik Rs. 


What diſaſter Thomalin 

This miſchance hath cloth'd him in, 
Quickly tellen me: 

Rue I dee his ſtate the more, 

That he clipped heretofore 
Some felicitie, 

Han by night accurſed theeves 

Slaine his lambs, or ſtolne his beeves ? 
Or conſuming fire 

Brent his ſhearing-houſe, or ſtall, 

Or a deluge drowned all ? 
Tell me it intire. 
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Have the winters been ſo ſet 
To raine and ſnow, they have wet 
All his drieſt laire : 
By which meanes his ſheepe have got 
Such a deadly cureleſſe rot, 
That none living are? 


THOMALIN. 


Neither waves, nor theeves, nor fire, 

Nor have rots impoor'd this Sire, 
Suretiſhip, nor yet 

Was the uſurer helping on 

With his damn'd extortion, 
Nor the chaines of debt. 

But deceit that ever lies 

Strongeſt arm'd for treacheries 
In a boſom'd friend: 

That (and onely that) hath brought it. 

Curſed be the head that wrought it ! 
And the baſeſt end, 

Groomes he had, and he did fend them 

With his heards a field to tend them, 
Had they further been : 

Sluggiſh, lazy, thriftleſſe elves, 

Sheepe had better kept themſelves 
From the Foxes teen, 


E 4 Some 
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N 
He 


Some would kill their ſheepe, and then 
Bring their maſter home agen 
Nothing but the ſkin; 


* 


Telling him, how in the morne 0 
In the fold they found them torne, Nec 
And nere lying lin. Giv 
If they went unto the faire C 
With a ſcore of fatned ware, Thi 
And did chance to ſell, Yet 
If old Neddy had againe '\V 
Halfe his owne; I dare well ſaine, Th 
That but ſeldome fell. (W 
They at their return would ſay, J 
Such a man, or ſuch would pay, Un 
Well knowne of your hyne. We 
Alas poore man! that ſubtill knave ( 
Undid him, and vaunts it brave, 
Though his maſter pine. 
Of his maſter he would beg 
Such a lambe that broke his leg : Bu 
And if there were none, * 
To the fold by nignt he'd hye, 
And them hurt full rufully, Or 
Or with the ſtaffe or ſtone. Or 


He would have petitions new, 
And for deſprate debts would ſue 


Neddy 
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Neddy had forgot: 


He would grant : the other then 
Tares from poore and aged men: : 
Or in jayles they rot. 
Neddy lately rich in ſtore, 
Giving much, deceived more, 
On a ſudden fell. 
Then the ſteward Tent him gold 
Yet no more then might be told 
Worth his maſter's cell. 
That is gone, and all beſide, 
(Well-a-day, alacke the tide) 
In a hollow den, 
Underneath yond gloomy wood 
Wons he now, and wails the brood 
Of ingratefull men. 


Piers. 
But alas! now he is old, 
Bit with hunger, nipt with cold, 
Wat is left him ? 


Or to ſuccour, or relieve him, 
Or from wants oft to repreeve him. 


THOMALIN. 


All's bereft him, 


j7 


Save 


5 
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Save he hath a little crowd, 
(He in youth was of it prowd) CE 
And a dogge to dance: 
With them, he on holy-dayes 
In the farmers houſes playes 
For his ſuſtenance. 
| \ thi. 
PrERS. be 
pou 
See; he's neere, let's riſe and meet him, br: 
And with dues to old age, greet him, wh 
It is fitting ſo. ſom 
MEI 
THOMALIN. the 
Tis a motion goed and ſage, 


Honour {till is due to age: 
Up, and let us YOCs 
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CHEPHEARD's PIPE 
THE FOURTH EGLOGUE. 


THE ARGUMENT. 


this the Author bewailes the death of one <vhom 
he ſhadoxwweth under the name of Philarcte, com- 
jounded of the Greek words Qivoas and aprir, a 
her of vertue, a name well befiting him to 
whoſe memory theſe lines are conſecrated, being 
ſometime his truly loved (and now as much la- 
mented) friend Mr. Thomas Manzwoed, ſonne to 
the worthy Sir Peter Man tuood, Knight. 


NDER an aged oke was Willy laid, 

ily, the lad who whilome made the rockes 
o ring with joy, whilſt on his pipe he plaid, 
ad from their maſters wood the neighbring flocks: 
But now o're-come with dolors deepe 

That nie his heart-ſtrings rent: 
Ne car'd he for his filly ſheepe, 

Ne car'd for merriment. 
it chang'd his wonted walkes 
for uncouth paths unknowne, 
here none but trees might here his plaints, 
And eccho rue his mone. 


Autumne 


_ s . D 
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Autumne it was, when droopt the ſwe=-te{ fon ib 
And rivers (ſwolne with pride) ore-iook'd Ni 
banks, 
Poore grew the day of Summer's golden hoy 
And void of ſap ſtood Ida's cedar-rankes, 
The pleaſant meadows ſadly lay 
In chill and cooling ſweats . 
By riſing fountaines, or as they 
Fear'd Winter's waſtfull threats, 
Againſt the broad-ſpread oke, Wh 
Each wind in furie beares : 
Yet tell their leaves not halfe ſo faſt 


As did the ſhepheard's teares. 


As was his ſeate ſo was his gentle heart, 
Meeke and dejected, but his thoughts as hie 
As thoſe aye-wandring lights, who both imp 
Their beames on us, and heaven ſtill beautif 
Sad was his looke (O heavy fate! 
That ſwaine ſhould be ſo ſad, 
Whoſe merry notes the forlorne mate 
With greateſt pleaſure clad. 1 


et ne 
Broke was his tunefull pipe | Not 
That charm'd the chriſtall floods, 1 
And thus his griefe took airie wings Th. 


And flew about the woods. 
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ON 


thou art too officious in thy place, 
Night too ſparing of a wiſhed ſtay, 
r wand'ring lampes: O be ye fix a ſpace ! 
ne other Hemiſphere grace with your ray. 
Great Phœbus! Daphne is not heere, 
Nor Hyacinthus faire ; 
Phœbe! Endimion and thy deere 
Hath long ſince cleft the aire, 
ye have ſurely ſeene 
(Whom we in ſorrow miſſe) 
ſraine whom Phoebe thought her love, 
And Titan deemed his. 


00 


the is gone; then inwards turne your light, 
bold him there; here never ſhall you more, 
e-hang this ſad plaine with eternall night! 
change the gaudy greene ſhe whilome wore: 
To fenny blacke. Hyperion great 
To aſhy paleneſſe turne her! 
Greene well befits a lover's heate, 
But blacke beſeemes a mourner. 
et neither this thou canſt, 
Nor ſee his ſecond birth, 
brightneſſe blinds thine eye more no, 


Then thine did his on earth. 
Let 
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Let not a ſhepheard on our hapleſſe plaines, 
Tune notes of glee, as uſed were of yore: 
For Philarete is dead, let mirthfull ſtraines 
With Philarete ceaſe for evermore 
And if a fellow ſwaine doe live 
A niggard of his teares ; 
The ſhepheardeſſes all will give 
To ſtore him, part of theirs. 
Or I would lend him ſome, 
But that the ſtore I have 
Will all be ſpent before I pay 
The debt I owe his grave. 


O what is left can make me leave to mone! 
Or what remains but doth increaſe it more ? | 
Looke on his ſheepe: Alas! their maſter's gone M 
Looke on the place where we two heretofore uo, 
With locked armes have vow'd our love, WM" 
(Our love which time ſhall ſee 
In ſhepheard's ſongs for ever move, 
And grace their harmony) 
It ſolitarie ſeemes. 
Behold our flowrie beds ; 
Their beauties fade, and violets 
For ſorow hang their heads, 


T's 


Tux SHEPHEARD's Pipe. 63 


not a Cypreſſe bough, a count'nance ſad, 
ourning garment, wailing elegie, 
ding herſe in fable veſture clad, 
ymbe built to his name's eternitie, 
Although the ſhepheards all ſhould ſtrive 
By yearly obſequies, 
And vow to keepe thy fame alive 
In ſpight of deſtinies 
can ſuppreſle my griefe : 
ll theſe and more may be, 


ll in vaine to recompence 
j greateſt loſſe of thee. 


2 — 


reſſe may fade, the countenance be changed, 
ment rot, an elegie forgotten, 
r{ mongſt irreligious rites be ranged, 
2 mbe pluckt down, or els through age be 
ve, Nutten: | 
All things th* unpartial hand of fate 
Can raſe out with a thought: 
Theſe have a ſev'ral fixed date, 
Which ended, turne to nought, 
hall my trueſt cauſe 
! ſorrow firmely ſtay, 
n theſe effects the wings of time 
i, ll fanne and ſweepe away. 


one 


Looke 
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Looke as a ſweet roſe fairely budding forth 
Bewrayes her beauties to th' enamour'd morn 
Untill ſome keene blaſt from the envious No 
Killes the ſweet bud that was but newly bor 
Or elſe her rareſt ſmels delighting 
Make her, herſelfe betray 
Some white and curious hand inviting 
To plucke her thence away. 
So ſtands my mournfull caſe, 
For had he been leſſe good, 
He yet (uncorrupt) had kept the ſtocke 
Whereon he fairely ſtood. 


Yet though ſo. long he liv'd not as he might, 
He had the time appointed to him given, 
Who liveth but the ſpace of one poor night, 
His birth, his youth, his age is in that even 
Whoever doth the period ſee 
Of dayes by Heav'n forth plotted, 
Dyes full of age, as well as he 
That had more yeares alotted, 
In ſad tones then my verſe 
Shall with inceſſant teares 
Bemoane my hapleſſe loſſe of him 
And not his want of yeares. 


Tk SHEPHEARD'S PiIrE. 65 


leepeſt paſſions of my griefe-fwolne breaſt 
weete ſoule !) this onely comfort ſeizeth me, 
at ſo few yeeres ſhould make thee ſo much bleſt, 
d gave ſuch wings to reach eternitie. 
Is this to die? No: as a ſhip 
Well built, with eafte wind 
A lazy hulke doth farre out-ſtrip, 
And ſooneſt harbour find: 
Philarete fled, | 
uicke was his paſſage given, 
hen others muſt have longer time 
To make them fit for heaven. 


ten not for thee theſe briny teares are ſpent, 
tas the Nightingale againſt the breere, 
Is for myſelfe I moane, and doe lament, 
t that thou left'ſ the world, but left'ſ me here: 
Here, where without thee all delights 
Faile of their pleafing powre; 
All glorious daies ſeeme ugly nights, 
Methinkes no Aprill ſhowre 
abroder ſhould the earth, 
But briny teares diſtill, 
ce Flora's beauties ſhall no more 
Be honour'd by thy quill, | 
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And ye his ſheepe (in token of his lacke) 

Whilome the faireſt flocke on all the plaine: \ 

Yeane never lambe, but be it cloath'd in blac 

Ye ſhady ſiccamours! when any ſwaine, 
To carve his name upon your rind 

Doth come, where his doth ſtand, 

Shed drops, it he be ſo unkind 
Io raze it with his hand. 

And thou my loved muſe 

No more ſhould'ſt numbers move, 
But that his name ſhould ever live, 
And after death my love. 


This ſaid, he ſigh'd, and with o're-drowned e 
Gaz'd on the heavens for what he miſt on earth 
Then trom the earth, full ſadly gan ariſe 
As farre from future hope, as preſent mirth, 
; Unto his cote with heavy pace 
As ever ſorrow trode, 
He went, with mind no more to trac 
Where mirthful ſwaines abode, 
And as he ſpent the day, 
The night he paſt alone; 
Was never Shepheard lov'd more deere, 
Nor made a truer mone. 
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the vertuous, and much lamenting SISTERS 
of my ever-admired Friend, | 
oh Maſter THOMAS MAN WOOD. 


me more knowne then you, is yourſad chance, 
h! had I ftill enjoy'de ſuch ignorance; 
en, Iby theſe ſpent teares had notbeen knowne, 


Tet ſince his fate hath wrought theſe throes 
Permit a partner in your woes : 
The cauſe doth yeeld, and ſtill may doe 
Yaough for You, and others too: 

But if ſuch plaints for You are kept, 
Tet may I grieve ſince you have wept. 
for he more perfect growes to be | 
That feeles another's miſerie: [run 
And though theſe drops which mourning 
b, from ſeveral fountaines firſt begun, 

And ſome farre off, ſome neerer fleete ; 
They will (at laſt) in one ſtreame meete. 
Mine ſhal with yours, yours mix with mine, 
And make one offring at his ſhrine : | 
r whoſe Eternitie on Earth, my Muſe 
build this Altar, did her beſt ſkill uſe; 

xd that you, I, and all that held him deere, 
r teares and ſighes might freely offer heere. 


de 
rth 


dc 


or left another's griefe to ſing mine owne. 


F 2 | T 2. 
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THE FIFTH EGLOGUE. 


To his ingenious Fzxiewo, 


later CHRISTOPHER BROOKE, 


THE ARGUMENT» 
Willy incites his friend to brite 
Things of a higher fame 
Then filly Shepheards uſe endite 
VaiPd in a Shepheard's name. 


WILLY. CUTTY. 


Mosxr had got the ſtart of night, 
Lab'ring men were ready digt 
With their ſnovels and their ſpades 
For the field, and (as their trades) 
Or at hedging wrought, or ditehing 
For their food more then enriching. 
F 3 When 
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| When the ſhepheards from their fold 
All their bleating charges told, 
And (full carefull) ſearch'd if one 
Of all their flock were hurt or gone, 
Or (if in the night- time cul'd) 
Any had their fleeces pul'd: 
Mongſt the reſt (not leaſt in care) 
Cutty to his fold gan fare; 
And young Willy (that had given 
To his flock the lateſt even 
Neighbourhood with Cutty's ſheepe) 
Shaking off refreſhing ſſeepe, 
Hy'd him to his charge that blet, 
Where he (buſied) Cutty met: 
Both their ſheepe told, and none miſt 
Of their number ; then they bliſt 
| Pan, and all the Gods of plaines 
| For reſpecting of their traines 
. Of filly ſheepe; and in a ſong 
Praiſe gave to that holy throng, 
Thus they drave their flocks to graze, 
* | Whoſe white fleeces did amaze 
| All the lillies as they paſſe 
= - Where their uſual feeding was. 
Lillies angry that a creature 
Of no more eye-pleaſipg feature 


4 


Then 


len 
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Then a ſheepe, by nature's duty 

Should be crown'd with far more beauty 
Then a lilly ; and the powre 

Of white in ſneepe, outgoe a flowre: 
From the middle of their ſprout 

(Like a Furie's ting) thruſt out 

Dart- like forks in death to ſteepe them: 
But great Pan did ſafely keepe them; 
And affoorded kind repaire 

To their dry and wonted laire, 

Where their maſlers (that did eye them) 
Underneath a hawthorne by them, 

On their pipes thus gan to play, 

And with rimes weare out the day. 


W1LLIE. 


ie Cutty: Ceaſe to feed theſe ſimple flockes, 
i for a trumpet change thine oaten-reeds; 
e-looke the vallies as aſpiring rockes, 

drather march in ſteele, then ſhepheard's weeds, 
eeve me Cutty! for heroicke deeds 

by verſe is fit ; not for the lives of ſwaines, 
tough both thou canſt do well) and none 


proceeds 


leave high pitches for the lowly plaines : 
ke thou a harpe in hand, ſtrive with Apollo; 
[by muſe was made to lead, then ſcorne to follow. 


| Curry 
F 4 
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Currv. 
Willie, to follow ſheepe I neere ſhall ſcorne; 
Much lefle to follow any Deity : 
Who qgainſt the ſun (though weakned by 
morne) 
Would vie with leokes, needeth an eagle's ey 
I dare not ſearch the hidden myſterie 
Of tragicke ſcenes; nor in a buſkin'd flile 
Through death and horror march, nor t! 
height flie, 
Whoſe pens were fed with blood of this faire 


It ſhall content me, on theſe happy downe 
To ling the ſtrife for garlands, not for crown 


WILLIE. 


O who would not aſpire, and by his wing 
Keep ſtroke with fame, and of an earthly j; 
Another leſſon teach the ſpheres to fing ? 
Who would a ſhepheard that might be a far? 
See learned Cutty, on yond mountaines are 
Cleere ſprings ariſing, and the climbing goat 
That can get up, hath water cleerer farre 
Then when the — 4 doe in the vallies floa 
_ What mad- man would a race by torch-lightr 


That might his ſteps have uſher'd by the ſunnt 
We 
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ehepheards tune our layes of ſhepheards loves, 
in the praiſe of ſhady groves, or ſprings ; 

: ſeldome heare of Cytherea's doves, 

cept when ſome more learned ſhepheard fings; 
1equall meed have to our ſonetings : | 
belt, a ſheep-hooke, or a wreath of flowres, 

al we ſeeke, and all our verſing brings; 

d more deſerts than theſe are ſeldome ours. 
But thou whoſe muſe a falcon's pitch can ſores 
Mat ſhare the bayes even with a conqueror. 


"tl 


Cur TV. 


y doth not Willy then produce ſuch ſines 
men and armes as might accord with theſe? 


WILLIE. 


uſe Cuttie's ſpirit not in Willie ſhines, _ 

cannot weild the club of Hercules, 

or dare a Merlin on a heron ſeiſe. 

arce know I how to fit a ſhepheard's eare ; 

are more unable ſhall I be to pleaſe 

ought, which none but ſemi-gods muſt heare; 

When by thy verſe (more able) time ſhall ſee 

Thou canſt give more to kings, then kings to 
thee, ; | 

We Crrrr. 
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Curry. 


But (wel-a-day) who loves the muſes now ? 

Or helpes the climber of the ſacred hill? 

None leane to them; but ſtrive to diſalow 
All heavenly dewes the Goddeſſes diſſill. 


WILLIE» 


Let earthly minds baſe mucke for ever fill, 
Whoſe muſicke onely is the chime of gold, 
Deafe be their eares to each harmonious quill! 
As they of learning thinke, ſo of them bold. 
And if ther's none deſerves what thou can! 
doo, | | 
Be then the poet and the patron too. 


I tell thee Cutty, had I all the ſheepe 

With thrice as many moe, as on theſe plaines, 

Or ſhepheard, or faire maiden fits to keepe, 

I would them all forgoe, ſo 1 thy ſtraines 

Could equalize. O how our neateſt ſwaine3 

Doe trum themſelves, when on a holy-day 

They haſte to heare theeſng, knowing the traine 

Of faireſt nymphs will come to learne thy lay. 
Well may they run and wiſh a parting never, 
So thy ſweet tong might charme their eatet 


for ever. , 
1 Curry. 
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Curry. 


eſe attributes (my lad) are not for me, 
tow them where true merit hath aſſign' d; 


es 


WILLIE. 
do I not? beſtowing them on thee: 
ere me Cutty, I doe beare this mind, 
ut whereſoe're we true deſerving find, 
give a ſilent praiſe is to detract ; 
eure thy verſes (more then moſt refin'd) 
m any one, of dulneſſe ſo compact. 
{rather ſing to trees, then to ſuch men, 
o know not how to crowne a poet's pen. 


ll! 
. 


dan! 


Currvx. 
lie, by thy incitement Ile aſſay 

raiſe my ſubject higher then tofore, 

ing it to our ſwaines next holy-day, 

uch (as approv'd) ſhall fill them with the ſtora 
ſuch rare accents : If diflik'd, no more 

Ua higher ſtraine then ſhepheards ule, 

ſing of woods and rivers as before. 


0 


WILLIE. 


wu wilt be ever happy in thy muſe. 
But ſee, the radiant ſunne is gotten hye, 
Let's ſeeke for ſhadowy in the grove her2by. 


TIA 
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THE SIXTH EGLOGUE. 


THE ARGUMEN Ts: 


Philos of his dogge doth bragge 
For having many feates : 
The while the curre undoes his bagge, 
And all his dinner eates. N 


WILLIE. JOCKIE. PHILOS, 


WILLIE. © 


OTA Jockie, let us reſt here by this ſpring, 
Ind Philos too, ſince we ſo well are met; 

his ſpreding oke wil yeeld us ſhadowing 

ill Pebus ſteeds be in the ocean wet. 


Jockix. 


ladly (kind ſwaine) I yeeld, ſo thou wilt play 
ind make us merry with a roundelay. 


Patios. 
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Puros. 


- 


No Jockie, hes Lend we to the wood, true 

1 time is ſit, and filberds waxen ripe; \inke 
Let's Yo and fray the ſquirrell from his food, 

We will another time heare Willie pipe. 


an It 
WILLIE. = 
| ogge 
But who ſhall keep our flocks when we are cou! any 
I dare not goc and let them feede alone. hen 11 
| . | nd t 
Jockik. 3 ben 


Nor 1. — but the other day it fel, 


Leaving my ſheepe to graze on yonder plaine, 
I went to fill my bottle at the well, 
And ere I could returne, two lambs were {l:in 


Pr11 os, 


Then was thy dog ill taught, or elſe aſleepe; 
Such curres as thoſe ſhall never watch my ſheepMtyne 


Wit. ming 
Yet Philos hath a dog not of the beſt; 


He ſeemes too lazy, and will take no paines; 
More fit to lie at home and take his reſt, 
I hen cate a wandring eget upon the plain Phil 


Jock: 
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Jock iE. 


; true indeed; and Philos wot ye what ? 
mnke he plaies the fox he grows ſo fat, 


thath not Jockie nor yet Willie ſeene 

logge more nimble then is this of mine, 
gor any of the fox more heedfull beene 

hen in the ſhade I flept, or lift to dine. 

nd though I ſay't, hath better tricks in ſtore 
hen both of yours, or twenty couple more. 


often have the maidens ſtrove to take him, 
ten he hach croſt the plaine to barke at crowes? 
many laſſes have I knowne to make him 
lands to gird his recke, with which he goes 
unting along the lands ſo wondrous trim, 

at not a dog of yours durſt barke at him. 

{ when I liſt (as often-times I uſe) 

tune a horne-pipe, or a morris-dance, 

e dogge (as he by nature could not chuſe) 
ming afleepe before, will leap and dance. 


WILLIE. 


ke your dog came of a pedler's brood, 
laid Philos muucke is exceeding good, 
Il | PHILOs., 
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1 boaſt not of his kin, nor of my reed, 
(Though of my reed, and him I well may bo 


Yet if you will adventure that ſome mecd ur b 
Shall be to him that is in action moſt, ne I 
As for a coller ot. ſhrill ſounding bels 
My dog ſhall ſtrive with yours, or any'; cl 
Jock, af 
Philos in truth I muſt confeſſe your Wagge 
{For ſo yeu call him) hath of trickes good ſte 
To ſteale the vittailes from his maſter's bagge TM 
More cunningly, I nere ſaw dog before, $ 
| * * tar 
See Willy, ſee! 1 prithee Philos note = 
How faſt thy bread and cheeſe goes downe Wil And 
throte. 8 He 
s 
 Wirrrs. 
Now Philos ſee how mannerly your curre, = 
Your well- taught dog, that hath fo many trick ; 
| nto t 
Devoures your dinner. 
PniLos. 
wer 
I wih 'twere a burre Feet 
To choke the mungrell! hat 


Jock! 


Vor, 
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JocklEk. 


See how he lickes 
ur butter- boxe; by Pan, I doe not meanely 
re Philos dog, that loves to be fo cleanely. 


| PulLos. 
c flouted Jockie. 
WILLIE. 


t 


e 


Philos, run amaine, 
in your ſcrip he now hath thruſt his head 
 farre, he cannot get it forth againe ; 

how he blindfold ſtrags along the mead ; 
And at your ſerip your bottle hangs, I thinke; 
He loves your meat, but cares not for your 
drinke. 


Jockte. 


& lo it ſeemes: and Philos now may goe 
ito the wood, or home for other cheere, 


Pr1Los. 


were better he had never ſery'd me ſo, 
et meat, ſowre ſauce, he ſhall abye it deere. 
hat muſt he be aforehand with his maſter ? 


4 WILLIE. 


Vor. III. G 
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WI LLIE. 


Onely in kindneſſe he would be your taſter: 


Pr1Los. 


WellWillie, you may laugh, and urge my ſplcer: 
But by my hooke I ſweare he ſhall it rue, 
And had far'd better had he faſting been. 

But I muſt home for my allowance new. 

So farewell lads. Looke to wy tleeced traine 
Till my returne. 


JockIE. 


We will. 


WIIIIk. 
Make haſte againe. 


THE 


1 


TE 


THE SHEPHEARD's PIPE, 83 


1 K 


HE PH EAR Ds pIP E. 


TE szVENTU EGLOGUE. 


Palinode intreates his friend 
To leave a <vanton laſſe; 

Yet he purſues her to his end 
And lets all councell paſſe. 


PALINODE. HOBBINOL. 


at be thy lambkins broken fro” the fold 
don the plaines all night have run aſtray ? 


field 


To idle ſport, 

But did reſort 

early to thy charge from drowzy bed, 
any ſhepheard that his flock hath fed 
Upon theſe downes. 


5 G 2 Ho EINOLL. 


HIT HER wends Hobbinol ſo early day? 


we thy ſheepe and ſheepe-walkes both yfold ? 
hat miſter-chance hath brought thee to the 


ithout thy ſneepe? thou wert not wont to yeeld 
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Ho IN OIL. 


Such heavy frownes 
Fortune for others keeps; but bends on me 
Smiles would befit the ſeat of Majeſtie. 

Hath Palinode 

Made his abode | 
Upon our plaines, or in ſome uncouth cell? 
That heares not what to Hobbinol befell; 
Phillis the faire, and fairer is there none, 
To-morrow muſt be linkt in marriage bands,' 
Tis I that muſt undoe her virgin zone. 
Behold the man, behold the happy hands. 


PALINODE. 


Behold the man? Nay, then the woman too, 
Though both of them are very ſmall beholding 
To any powre that ſet them on to wooe ; 
Ah Hobbinol! it is not worth unfolding 
What ſhepheards ſay of her; thou canſt not chuſe 
But heare what language all of Phillis uſe; 
Yet, than ſuch rongues, 
To her belongs 
More than to ſate her luſt ; unhappy elfe! 
That wilt be bound to her to looſe thy ſelfe. 
| Forſake her firſt, 


1 


Ren 
As1 
Lik 


An 
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HoBBINOI. 


Thou moſt accurſt ! 
Durſt thou to ſlander thus the innocent, 
The grace's patterne, vertue's preſident? 
She, in whoſe eye 
Shines modeſtie: 
Upon whoſe brow luſt never lookes with hope, 
Venus ruld not in Phillis horoſcope: | 
'Tis not the vapour of a hemblocke ſtem 
Can ſpoyle the perfume of ſweet cynnamon 
Vor vile aſperſions, or by thee or them 
Caſt on her name, can ſtay my going on, 


PALINODE. 


On maiſt thou goe, but not with ſuch a one, 

Whom (I dare ſweare) thou know'ſt is not a maid; 

Remember when I met her laſt alone 

As we to yonder grove for filberds ſtraid, 

Like to a new-ſtrook Doe from out the buſhes, 

Lacing herſelfe, and red with gameſome bluſhes, 
Made towards the greene, 
Loth to be ſeene: | 

And after in the grove the goatherd met : 

What ſaidſt thou then? If this prevaile not, yet 
I'le tell thee moe. 
Not long agoe 


G 3 


Too 
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Too long I lov'd her, and as thou doſt now 
Would ſweare Diana was leſſe chaſte then ſhe, 
That Jupiter would court her, knew he how 
To find a ſhape might tempt ſuch chaſtitie ; 
And that her thou ghts\ were pureas new falne ſnoſ 
Or filver ſwans that trace the bankes of Poe, 
And free within 
From ſpot of ſin: 
Vet like the flint her luſt- ſwolne breaſt conceal 
A hidden fire; and thus it was reveal'd ; 
Cladon, the lad 
Who whilome had 
The garland given for throwing beſt the barre, 
I know not by what chance or luckie ſtarre, 
Was choſen late 
To be the mate 
Unto our lady of our gleeſome May, 


And was the firſt that danc'd each holyday; Ani 
None would he take but Phillis forth to dance; 
Nor any could with Phillis dance but hee, 
On Palinode ſhe thenceforth not a glance Th 
Beſtowes, but hates him and his poverty, 
Cladon had ſheape and lims for ſtronger lode As 
Then ere ſhe ſaw in ſimple Palinode: 
He was the man 

| Muſt clip her than; 
For him ſhe wreathes of flowers and chaplets made; Ar 
To ſtrawberries invites him in the ſhade, Be 


In 
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In ſhearing time, 
And in the prime 
Would helpe to clip his ſheepe, and gard hisla;nbs3 
And at a need lend him her choiceſt rams, 
And on each ſtocke 
Work ſuch a clocke 
With twiſted colored thred; as not a ſwaine 
0a all theſe downes could ſhew the like againe. 
ut as it ſeemes, the well grew dry at laſt, 
ler fire unquench'd, and ſhe hath Cladon loſt; 
Nor was J ſorry ; nor doe with to taſte 
The fleſh whereto fo many flies have cleft. 
Oh Hobbinol! Canſt thou imagine ſhe 
That hath ſo oft been tride, ſo oft miſdone ; 
Can from all other men be true to thee? 
Thou know'it with me, with Cladon, ſhe hath gone 
Beyond the limites that a maiden may, 
And can the name of wife thoſe rovings ſtay? 
She hath not ought 
That's hid, unſought; 
Theſe cies, theſe hands, ſo much know of that 
woman, | 
As more thou canſt not; Can that pleaſe that's 


common? 
No: Should I wed, 
My marriage bed, 
ez And all chat it containes, ſhould as my heart 


be knowne but to myſelfe; if we impart 
f G 4 What 


cal 
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What golden rings 
The Fairy brings, 
We looſe the jem, nor will they give us more: 
Wives looſe their value, if once knowne before 
Behold this violet that cropped lyes, 
I know not by what hand firſt from the ſtem, 
With what I plucke myſelfe ſhall J it priſe? 
J ſcorne the offals of a diadem. 
A virgin's bed hath millions of delights 
If then goods parents pleaſe ſhe know no more: 
Nor hath her ſervants nor her favourites 
That waite her huſband's iſſuing at dore: 
She that is free both from the act and eie 
Onely deſerves the due of chaſtitie. 
But Phillis is 
As farre from this, | 
As are the Poles in diſtance from each other, | 
She well beſeemes the daughter of her mother. 
Is there a brake 
; By hill or lake 
In all our plaines that hath not guilty been, 


at a1 
WE! 


Nith 1 
Le. 
Bat it 
Ne of 
ond 
Ur CO 


Can | 
And 


Wh 
Hay 


In keeping cloſe her ſtealths; thePaphian Qucene 
Ne're us'd her ſkill 
To win her will x BH: 
Of yong Adonis, with more-heart than ſhe 
Hath her allurements ſpent to work on me. 


Leave, 


din 
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ave, leave her Hobbinol; ſhe is ſo ill 
at any one is good that's nought of her, 


owes with his burden old and barrener. 


HosB1NoOL, 


ſith much ado, and with no little paine 
Eve I out-heard thy railing 'gainſt my love: 
ut it is common, what we cannot gaine 
Ne oft diſvalew ; ſooner ſhalt thou move 


r count the medowes flowers, or Iſis ſands, 
Then ſtirre one thought 
In me, that ought 

(an be in Phillis which Diana faire 

And all the Goddeſſes would not wiſh their, 
Fond man then ceaſe ; 
To crofle that peace 

Which Phillis? vertue and this heart of mine 


J. 


I doe forgive 

If thou wilt live 
Hereafter free from ſuch reproches moe, 
vince goodneſſe never was without her foe. 


PALINODE. 


ſhough ſhe be faire, the ground which oft we till 


ond lofty mountaine from the place it ſtands, 


Hare well begun; and for thoſe words of thine 
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| PaLINODE. 

Beleeve me Hobbinol what I have ſaid 
Was more in love to thee than hate to her: 
Thinke on thy liberty; let that be weigh'd; 
Great good may oft betide if we deferre 
And uſe ſome ſhort delayes ere marriage rites; 
Wedlocke hath daies of toile as joyſome nigh 

Canſt thou be free 

From jealouſie? 
Oh no: That plague will fo infect thy brainc 
That onely death muſt worke thy peace againe 

Thou canſt not dwell 

One minute well 
From whence thou leav'ſt her; locke on her t! 

gate, | 

Yet will her mind be ſtill adulterate. 

Not Argos? eves a; 

Nor ten ſuch ſpies * 
Can make her oncly thine ; for ſhe will doe 
With thoſe, that ſhall makethee miſtruit them to 


s th 
Net b 


Like 
The 
Hong INOL. 

Wilt thou not leave to taint a virgine's name? 


; PALINODE. 
A virgine! Yes: As ſure as is her mother. 


Duſt thou not heare her good report by fame? hy 
h. 


| HoBB1NOL. 
Fame is a lyer, and was never other, 
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PAr1NODE. 
ay, if the ever ſpoke true, now the did; 
nd thou wilt once confeſſe what I foretold 
[he fire will be diſclos'd that now lies hid, 
or will thy thought of her thus long time hold, 
let may ſhe (if that poſſible can fall) 
& true to thee, that hath been falſe to all. 


* 
7 


Ho BINOL. 


So pierce the rocks 

A red-breaſts knocks 
the beleefe of ought thou tell'ſt me now. 
ſet be my gueſt to-morrow. 


PALINODE. 
Speed your plow. 
I fear ere long 
'You'le fing a ſong 


Like that was ſung hereby not long ago; 
chere there is carrion, never wants a crow. 


HonBB1NoL. 


Tll-tutor'd ſwaine, 
If on the plaine 


hey ſhall be ſure to ſmart for thy miſdeed, 
PALINOPDE. 


R es = _ * . 
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hy ſheep hence-forward come where mine dofeed, 
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PALINODE. 


Such are the thankes a friend's fore - war: 
brings. | 
Now by the love I ever bore thee, ſtay ! 
Meetenot miſhaps! themſelves have ſpeedy yi 


 Hosp1nor. 


It is in vaine, Farewell, I muſt away, 
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Non ſemper Gnoſfus arcus 


Dilinat, exemplo jed laxat cornua nervo. 


Orid. ad Pifonem. 
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his much · loved friend, Maſter W. BaowNE, 
of the Inner Temple, D. D. 


CuTTY. 


ILLIE well met, now whiles thy flocks 
do feed 

dangerleſſe, and free from any feare 

y by thy hooke, and take thy pleaſant reed, 

d with thy melodie rebleſſe mine eare, 

Which (upon Lammas laſt) and on this plaine, 

Thou plaidſt ſo ſweetly to thy ſkipping traine. 


WILLIE. 
Cutty, then I plaid unto my ſheepe 
ſotes apt for them, but farre unfit for thee; 
ow ſhould my layes (alas) true meaſure keepe 
Vith thy choice eares, or make thee melodie: 


For in thy ſtraine thou do'ſt ſo farre exceed, 
Thou canſt not relliſh ſuch. my homely reede. 


Curry. 


hy nĩceneſſe ſhews thy cunning, nothing more, 
et ſince thou ſeem'ſt ſo lowly in thy thought; 
[Who in thy paſtorall veine, and learned lore 

ut ſo much prais'd; ſo farre and neere art ſought.) 
Lend me thine eares, and thou ſhalt heare me 


ſing 
* my of 8 and of thee their king. 
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MY loved Willie, if there be a man 

That never heard of a browne-colour'd ſwan, 

Whoſe tender pinions ſcarcely iledg'd in {ow 

Could make his way with whiteſt ſwans in Po 

Or if there be among the ſpawne of earth, 

That thinkes ſo vilely of a ſhepheard's birth, 

That though he tune his reed in meaneſi 7 

Yet in his braine holds not heaven, ea th, 

ſea: 
Then let him know, thou art that young bro 
ſwan, 

That through the winding ſtreames of Albio 

Taking thy courſe, doit ſeeme to make thy pac 

With flockes full plum'd, equall in love and grac 

And thou art he (that though thy humble ſtrai 

Do move delight to thoſe that love the plaines 

Yet to thyſelfe (as to thy ſort) is given 

A Jacob's ſtaffe, to take the height of heaven 

And with a naturall coſmography, 

To comprehend the earth's rotunditie : 

Beſides the working plummet of thy braine, 

Can ſound the deepes, and ſecrets of the main 

For if the ſhepheard a true figure be 

Of contemplation (as the learn'd agree) 

Which in his ſeeming reſt, doth (reſtleſſe) mo 

About the center, and to heav'n above? 
* ad 
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d in his thought is onely bounded there, 

s nature's chaine faſt'ned to Jove's high chaire, 
en thou (that art of Pan the ſweeteſt ſwaine 
id far tranſcending all his lowly traine) 

thy diſcourſive thought, doſt range as farre 
jor canſt thou erre, led by thine ownefaire ſtarre. 
jought hath no priſon, and the mind is free 
der the greateſt king and tyranny. 

jough low thou ſeem'ſt, thy genius mounts the 
hill 

ſhere heavenly near doth from Jove diſtill; 
here bayes ſtill grow (by thunder not ſtruck 
down) | 

ſhe victor's-garland, and the poet's-crowne ; 

ud underneath the horſe-foore-fount doth flow, 
hich gives wit verdure, and makes learning 
grow. 

ſo this faire hill (from ſtormes and tempeſts free) 
ſhou oft repair'it for truthe's diſcovery, 
proſpect upon all times wand'ring mazes 
playing vanity, diſcloſing graces ; 

ay, in ſome eliffe it leads the eye beyond 

he time's horizon {tripping ſea and land, 

ind farther (not obſcurely) doth devine 

All future times: Here doe the muſes ſhine, 

Here dignitie with ſafetie doe combine, 

leaſure with merit makes a lovely twine. | 
H 3 Vitam 
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Vitam vitalem they ſhall ever leade, 
That mount this hill and learning's path do tread 
Here admiration without envies wonne, n tc 
All in the light, but in the heate fit none, Mod P 
And to this mount thou doſt tranſlate thine eſſei Met f 
Although the plaines contain thy corporal p 
ſence ; 
Where though poore people's. miſerie thou ſhe 
That under griping lords they undergoe, 
And what content they (that do loweſt lie) 
Receive from good men, that do fit on hie. 
Aud in each witty ditty (that ſurpaſſes) 
Doſt, for thy love, make ſtrife *mongſt count 
. lafles-; 
Yetin thy humble ſtraine, fame makes thee riſc 
And ſtrikes thy mounting forehead gainſt t 
ſkies, 
Renowned friend, what trophe may I raiſe 
To memorize thy name; would I could praiſe A 
(In any meane) thy worth; ſtrike envy dumbe Thi 
But 1 die here; thou liv'ſt in time to come; = 
States have their period, ſtatues loſt with ruſt Urs 
Soules to Elizium, Nature yeelds to duſt ; cor 
All monuments of armes and power decay, Un 
But that which lives to an eternall day, For 
Letters preſerve; nay, Gods with mortall men 00 
Do fimpathize by vertue of the penne,, 


* 


id 11 


E GLO GU ES. 99 


d ſo ſhalt thou. Sweet Willie then proceede, 
xd in eternall merit fame thy reede. 

n to thy fleeced numbers give increaſe, 

ud Pales to thy love-thoughts give true peace, 
t faire Feronia (Goddeſſe of the woods) 
reſerve thy yong plants, multiply thy buds; 


tread 


le 
al p 


nee thou in peacefullſhade (from men's rude dyn) 
de pinyons to thy fame: Whoſe active wit 
ith Hermes winged cap doth ſuite moſt fit. 


) 


Cunts rorhER BROOKE. 


n r 


Tul 818. 


BOW if thy worth doe not diſdaine 
The humble friendſhip of a meaner ſwaine ; 

0r ſome more needfull buſineſſe of the day 
Urge thee to be too haſty on thy way; 

Come (gentle ſhepheard) reſt thee here by me, 
Under the ſhadow of this broad-leav'd tree: 
for though I ſeeme a ſtranger, yet mine eye 
Obſerves in the: the markes of curtiſie: 
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nd whiles thy rams doe tup, thy ewes do twyn, 
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And if my judgement erre not, noted too 
More than in thoſe that more would ſeeme to doe: 
Such vertues thy rude modeſty doth hide 
Which by thy proper luſter I eſpi'd ; 
And though long maſk't in filence they have 
beene, 
I have a wiſedome through that ſilence ſeene: 
Yea, I have learned knowledge from thy tongue, 
And heard when thou haſt in concealment ſung: 
Which me the bolder and more willing made 
Thus to invite thee to this homely ſhade, 
And though (it may be) thou couldſt never ſpye 
Such worth in me to make me known thereby, 
In thee I doe; for here my neighbouring ſheeps 
Upon the border of theſe downes I keepe ; 
Where often thou at paſtorals and playes 
Haſt grac'd our wakes on ſommer holy-dayes : 
And many a time with thee at this cold ſpring 
Met I, to heare your learned ſhepherds fing, 
Saw them diſporting in the ſhady groves, 
And in chaſt ſonnets wooe their chaſter loves: 
When I endued with the meaneſt ſkill, | 
Mongſt others have been urg d to tune my quill; 
Where (cauſe but little cunning I had got) 
Perhaps thou ſ 0 me, though thou knew ſt me 
Bot, 
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ALE xX1Ss 


Thirſis, 1 doe know thee and thy names 

ris my knowledge grounded all on fame; 
not thou he, that but this other yeare, 

ard'ſt all the wolves and foxes in the ſheere? 

d in a match at foot-ball lately try'# 

ring ſcarce twenty ſatyres on thy fide) 

bt play: and, though aſſailed, kept'ſt thy 

inſt all the beſt-try'd ruffians in the land: 

dt thou not then in doleful ſonnets mone, 

en the beloved of great Pan was gone; 

d at the wedding of faire Thame and Rhyne, 

g of their glories to thy Valentine? 

now it, and I muſt confeſſe that long 

one thing I did doe thy nature wrong: 

r till I markt the aime thy ſatyrs had, 

thought them overbold, and Thirſis mad; 

ut ſince I did more neerely on thee Iooke 

fone perceiv'd that I bad all miſtooke : 

aw that of a cynicke thou mad'ſt ſhow: 

ſince I find that thou wert nothing ſo, 

nd that of many thou much blame hadſt got, 

hen as thy innocence deſerv'd it not. 

ut this too good opinion thou haſt ſeem'd 

lo have of me (not ſo to be eſteem'd) | 

| Prevailes 
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Prevailes not ought to ſtay him who doth fear 
He rather ſhould reproofes than praiſes heare: 
Tis true I found thee plaine and honeſt too, 
Which made me like, then love, as now I do; 
And Thirfis though a ſtranger, this I ſay, 
Where 1 a * am not coy to ſtay. 


Tur assis. 


/ Thankes eats ids that doſt fo "in unfol 
What I to thee as gladly would have told, 
And thus thy wonted curteſie expreſt 

In kindly entertaining this requeſt: 

Sure I ſhould injury my owne content, 

Or wrong thy love to ſtand on complement, 
Who haſt acquaintance in one word begunne 
As well as I could in an age have done: 

Or by an over-weaning ſlowneſſe marre 
What thy more: wiſedome hath brought on {« 
Then fit thou downe and I'le my minde declare 
As frely as if we familiars were : 
And if thou wilt but daigne to give me eare, 
Something thou maiſt for thy more profit heare 


ALExX1S. 


Willingly Thirſis I thy wiſh obey. 
, | THIRS18 
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Trins1s.- 


ſhen know Alexis from that very day, 
hen as I ſaw: thee at that ſhepheard's coate, . . 

chere each I thinke of other tooke firſt noate, 

meane that paſtor who by Tavies ſprings, 

haſte ſhepheards loves in ſweeteſt numbers: 
„ Fes | 

ad with his muſicke (to his greater fame) 

lath late made proud the faireſt nimphes of 
{WI 1 

ne then me thought I did eſpy in thee 

dome unperceiv'd and hidden worth to be, 

rhich in thy more apparent virtues ſhin'd,, 

And among many I in thought devin'd, 

by ſomething my conceit had underſtood 

That thou-wert markt one of the Muſes brood,, 

That made me love thee : and that love I beare- 

Begat a pitty, and that pitty care: 

Pitty I had to ſee good parts conceal'd, 


{Care I had how to have that good reveal'd, 


dince *tis a fault admitteth no excuſe 

To poſſeſſe much and yet put nought in uſe: 
Hereon I vow'd (if we two ever met) 

The firſt requeſt that I would ftrive to get 
Should be butthis, thatthou wouldſt ſhewthy ſkiit, 


How thou couldit tune thy verſes to thy quill : 
| | And. 
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And teach thy * in ſome well-framed ſong 
To ſhew the art thou haſt ſuppreſt ſo long: 
Which if my new acquaintance may obtaine 
Thirſis will e ever honour this mip 8 Hine. 


2/1 Aides; 2018 


Alas! my ſmall experience ſcarce can tell 

So much as where thoſe h the muſe 
dwell, 

Nor (though my flow conceit ſtill travels on) 

Shall I ere reach to drinke of Hellicon; 

Or if I might ſo favour'd be to taſte 

What thoſe ſweet ſtreames but over - flow in 
waſte, 

And touch Parnaſſus where it low'ſ doth lye, 

I feare my ſkill would hardly flagge ſo hye. 


Tuixs is. 


Deſpaire not man, the Gods have prized nought 
So. deere that may not be with labour bought, 


Nor neede thy paine be great, ſince fate and 1, 
heaven t 


They (as a bleſing) at thy birth have given. Iris 


' ALEXI1% 
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ALEXIS. * 
(by ſay they had. ' 
Turns1s, | 
Then uſe their gifts thou muſt, 
Ir be ungratefull, and ſo be unjuſt : 
or if it cannot truly be deny'd, 
ngratitude men's benefits do hide, 


Then more u ngratefull muſt he be by oddes 
ſho doth co nceale the bounty of the Gods. 


ng 


' Artxis. 


That's true indeed, but Envy hateth thoſe 

'ho, ſeeking fame, their hidden ſkill diſcloſe : 

here elſe they might (obſcur'd) from her 
eſpying 

Eſcape the blaſts and danger of envying : 

titickes will cenſure our beſt ſtraines of wit, 

id purblinde ignorance miſconſter it. 

ll which is bad, yet worſe then this doth follow, 

Moſt hate the Muſes, and contemne Apollo, 


in 


ght 

, | Tukxs1s. 4 

nd Wh let them; why ſhould we their hate eſteeine? 
't not enough we of ourſelves can deeme ? 

Fris more to their diſgrace that we ſcorne them, 
en unto us that they our art contemne ; 

18. Can 
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Can we have better paſtime then to ſee 
Our groſſe heads may ſo much deceived be, 
As to allow thoſe doings beſt, where wholly 
We ſcoffe them to their face, and flout thei 
Folly : 
Or to behold blacke Envy in her prime 
Die ſelfe-conſum'd whilſt we vie lives with time 
And in deſpight of her, more fame attaine 
Than all her malice can wipe out againe, 


| ALExIsS. 


"Yea, but if I apply me to thoſe ſtraines, 
Who. ſhould drive forth my flockes unto th 
Plaines, - L 
Which whilſt the muſes reſt, ai leaſure crave 
" Muſt watering, folding, and attendance have 
For if 1 leave with wonted care to cheriſh 
Thoſe tender. heards, both I and they ſhouldf®"? 


periſh, "he 
a | Ther 
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ha 
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Alexis, now I ſee thou doſt miſtake, 
There 1s no meaning thou thy charge forſake, Mhe 
Nor wöuld I wiſh thee ſo thyſelfe abuſe ad 
As to neglect thy calling for thy muſe: che 
But let theſe two ſo of each other borrow, 

That they. may ſeaſon mirth, and leſſen ſorrow 
1 f | Th 
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y flocke will helpe thy charges to defray, 

by muſe to paſſe the long and tedious day. 

x whilſt thou tunꝰſt ſweet meaſures to thy reed 

y ſheepe to liſten will more neere thee feed, 

be wolves will ſhun them, birds above theeſing, 

Ind lambkins dance about thee in a ring; 

ay, which is more, in this thy low eſtate | 

hou in contentment ſhalt with monarkes mate: 

or mighty Pan, and Ceres to us grants 

ur fields and flockes ſhall help our outward 

wants. T | 

he Muſes teach us ſongs to put off cares, ' 

rac'd with as rare and ſweet conceits as theirs: 

nd we can thinke our laſſes on the greenes 

; faire, or fairer than the faireſt queenes 

r what is more than moſt of them ſhall do, 

Neele make their juſter fames laſt longer too, 

laying our lines by greateſt princes grac'd 

Then both their name and memorys defac d. 

Therefore, Alexis, though that ſome diſdaine 
ſhe heavenly muſicke of the rural plaine, 

That is't to us, if they (oreſeene) contemne 
ke, he dainties which were nere ordain'd for them? 
id though that there be other ſome enryy 
The praiſes due to ſacred poeſie, 
et them diſdaine and fret till they are wearie, 
e in ourſelves have that ſhall make us merne : 

| g Which 
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Which he that wants, and had the power 
know it; 
Would tive bis ifs chas he: might * a poet. 


ALExIs. 
Thou haſt ſo well (yong Thirfis) plaid thy part 
J am almoſt in love with that ſweet art: 
And if ſome power will but inſpire my ſong, 
Alexis will not be obſcured long. 


| 185 Turns, 

Enough kinde paſtor : but oh! yonder ſee 

Two ſhepheards, walking on the lay-banke be 

Cuttie and Willie, that ſo dearly love, 

Who are repairing unto yonder grove : 

Let's follow them : for never braver ſwaines 

Made muſicłe to their flockes upon theſe plaine; 

They are more worthy, and can better tell 

What rare contents do with a poet dwell. 

Then whiles our ſheepe the ſhort ſweet graſſe i 

| there, 

And till the long ſhade of the hilles appeare, 

Weele heare them ling: for cough the one b 
young, 


| Never was any that more ſrovetly ſug. 
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Petwveen yonge Wir, the Singer of his native . 
Paftorals, and old Wes NOGCK his Friend. 


WERNOcR. 


ILIE, why lig'ſt thou (man) ſo wo- be · gon? 
at? been thy rather lamkins ill-apaidꝰ 

„ hath ſome drerie chance thy pipe miſdone? 
haſt thou any weer: cure mis-afſaid ?. 

is ſome conteck twixt thy love and hee? 

, elſe ſome love-warke arſie · varſie ta 'ne? * 
fates leſſe frolicke than they wont to be? | 
hat gars my Willie that he ſo doth wane? 

be for thou haſt, mis-ſaid, or done 
ike keepe of thine owne councell; and thou art 
ſheeneandcleare fro both-twaineas the funnes 
all ſwaines laud thine haviour, and thine art. 
.hap thine heart (that unneath brooke neglect,, 
d jealous of thy freſh fame) liggs upon , - :, 
ly rurall ſongs, which rareſt clarkes affect, 
eading the deſcant that mote fall thereon. 
dope not forthat (man) butunpleatethy browes, 
id blichly, ſo, fold envies up in pleats: 

fro! thy makings, mike and melly flowes, 
| feedthe ſongſter-ſwaines with arts ſoot-meats, | 
W. III. 1 WiIIIIX. 
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"Now, ſileer (Wernock) thou haſt ſpilt the marke 
Albe that I ne wot I han mas-ſong : 7 

But, for Iam ſo yong, I dread my warks 

Woll be miſvalued. both of old and yong. 


© Y% 


 Weand K. 


Is thilke the cauſe that thou been ligge ſo laid, 
Who whilom no encheſon could fore-haile; 

And caitive-courage nere made miſapaid, 

But with chiefe yongſters ſongſtersbar'ſt thy ſaile 

As ſwoot as ſwans thy ſtrains make Thams to ring 

Fro' Cotſwould where her ſourſe her courſe doth 
take, 

To her wide mouth which vents thy carolling 
Beyond the hether and the further lake. 
Than up (ſaid ſwaine) pull fro? thy vailed cheeke 
Hur prop, thy palme: and let thy virilaies, 
Kill envious cunning ſwaines (whom all do ſeeke) 
With envy, at thine earned gaudy praiſe. 

Up lither lad, thou reck'ſt much of thy ſwinke, 
When ſwinke ne ſwat thou ſhouldſt ne reck for 
fame. 

At Aganip than, lay thee downe to drinke 
Untill thy ſtomacke ſwell, to raiſe thy name. 

What 


EGLOGUES. yy 


hat though time yet hannot bedowld thy chin? 

by dams deere wombe was Helicon to thee ; 
here (likealoach) thoudrew'ſthilkeliquor in, 

ſhich on thy heart-ſtrings ran with muſicke's 
glee, - p | 

han up betimes, and make the ſullen ſwaines 

ſith thy ſhrill reed ſuch jolly-joviſance 

ſhat they (entranc'd) may wonder at thy ſtraines; 
leave of thee ne're ending ſovenance. 


WI1LLIE, | 
Ih Wernock, Wernock, ſo my ſp'rits beene 
ſteept 
 dulneſſe, through theſe duller times mifſawes 
If. ſik-like muſicke (riming rudely cleept) 
hat yer I pipe well, muſt be better cauſe, 
ib, who (with laviſh draughts of Aganip) 
an ſwill their ſoule to frolick ; ſo, their muſe, 
\hancourtsand camps, that erſt the muſe did elip, 
Do. now forlore her; nay, her moſt abuſe ? 
Now, with their witleſſe, cauſeleſſe ſurquedry 
hey been tranſpos'd fro what of yore they were, 
hat ſwaines, who but to looſer luxurie 
Can ſnew the way, are now moſt cheriſht there. 
heſe times been crimefull (ah) and being fo, 
bold ſwaines (deft ſongſters) fing them criminall; 
o, make themſelves oft gleefull in their wo: 
for thy tho ſongſters-are miſzycen'd of all. 
: I 2 Mecænas 
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. Mecznas woont in n blonket liveries 

; Yclad ike chanters; but theſe miſer t times 

| Uncaſe hem quite, that all may hem deſp iſe, 

As they don all their beſt embelliſht rimes. 

And harveſt - 5 e ef of yore would chaplets 

make 

To i ag their cal ps chat couth moſt {wootly 
ng, 

And give hem many a gaude at ale or wake, 

But now ne recke they of ſoot carrolling. 

Enaunter they ſhould be as ſeeme they would, 

Or ſongen lowdly for fo deere deſart; 

Or elſe be peregall to nymphes of old, 

From which their beaſtlihed now freely ſtart. 

Than muſt they latch the blowes of fates too fell 

With their too feeble clowches as they con: 

For, none regards or guards hem for their ſpell, 

Tho? they, on point-device, empt Helicon ! 

There nis thilke chiviſance they whilome had 

For piping ſwoote; ſith, with an Heydeguies, 

Pipt by Tom-piper, or a Lorrel- lad, 

(So be he clawes hem) they idolatrize. 

And thoſe that ſhould preſſe proper ſon gs for ſale, 

Bene, in their doomes, ſo dull; in Kill, { ſo crude; 

That they had leaver printen Jacke a vale, 

Or Clim 6 Clough (alacke) they been ſo rude! 

And, fith ſo few feate ſongſters in an age 


Bene founden; few do weigh hem as they been, 
For, 
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or, ſrwaines, that con no ſkill of holy rage, 
ene foe-men to faire ki! enlawreld queene. 
ugh is mee, for thy, that ma vent 
ly wits ſpels to myſelke, a or unto thee 

Deer Wernock) which doſt feel like miſeontent 
th thou, and all unheeded, ſingt with me. 
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WERNOCKs. 


tue it's ſed (and is an old ſaid- ay) 

for Hurſelfe, to be forſought alone : 

en eftſoones fro” their eaſe thy ſhrill pipes 

draw, , 

ud make the welkin ringen with their tone. 

world, ne worly men take thou no keepe, 

That the one doth, or what the other ſay; 

d rr ſhould I ſo, I fo ſhould eyne out-weepe: 
lan, with me; Willie, ay fing care away. 
wood to be fore - pind with waſtefull carke 
many a noy full ſtoure of willing bale 

le, Ir vading toyes: But trim wits pooreſt wark 

©; Ide upper heav'n han hent fro' nether dale. 

 Fhilks all our ſhare of all the quelling heape 

e! mis world's good: enough is us to tell 
ny rude the beſt bene, caduke, and how cheape, 


w Ft, laude for well- done warks, don all excell! 
* I 3 For, . 
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For thy we ſhoulden take keepe of our race WO b. 
That here we rennen, and what here we doon Ila t 


That whan we wenden till another place, It h. 
Our ſovenance may here, ay-gayly woon. To: 
For, time will underſong us; and our voice Ad 
Woll woxen weake; and our deviſing lame: tl 


For, life isbriefe; and ſkilsbeen long, andchoice 
'Than ſpend we time, that time may ſpare our 


fame. 
Looke how breeme Winder chamfers earth'WMThi 
bleeke face; | The 


So, corbed elde accoyes youth's ſurquedry; Th 
And, in the ſront, deepe furrowes doon enchaſe A 


Inveloped with falling ſnow a hy. Dri 
Then nought can be atchiey'd with witty ſhewesW Wb 
Sith griefe of elde accloyen wimble wit; | 
Than, us behoven, yer elde fick accrewes, Th 
Time to forelay, with ſpels retarding it. 5 
I not what bliſſe is whelm'd with heav'ns coap Ma 
So be the pleaſance of the muſe be none: Th 
For, when thilke gleeſome joyes han hallowe A! 
ſcope 
They been as thoſe that heav'ris-folke warbleonlil By 
To 


I con my good; for, now my ſcalpe is froſt 


 Yeelding to ſnow; thecrow-feete neer mineeyni - 
Beene markes of mickle preefe I have, that mo 80 


of all glees elſe alow, han ſuddaine fine. 
| | O ho 
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> Jo how it garres old Wernock ſwynck - with glee 
on In that empriſe that chiven feateſt fame; 
t heats my heart above abilitie bn 
To leave parduring ſovenance of my name. 
And whan mine ane m heav'd = my 
thought, | 
An that on e efcfvoms vel vr 
0!.how my hart's joy-rapt, as I had e 
Kprincedome to my ſhare, of thilk newell. 
They beene of pleaſances the alderbeſt: 
Than, God to forne; I wol no mo but = ogg 
Tho! been the ſumm- of all JI loven beſt: 
And for hem love ILlife; elſe-nold I ſo. 
Drive on thy flocke than, to the motley plaines 
Where by ſome . _ '"mong- the PR 
plods, 
Thou, with thine oaten 'reee and queinteſt 
ſtraines, | 
Maiſt rapt the ſenior Swaines, and minor Gods: 
That as on Ida that mych-famed mount, 
A ſhepheard ſwaine ; chat my leſſe woes than 
thou, 
By light lovesGoddeſſ, had the grace to mount 
To owe the PER Queene - . Earth did 
owe: 
$0, thou malt, with thy bar mindraly 
. Beating, 


5 


ice 
our 


th' 


aſe 


Wes 


* 


| They ſoone would make high n hag 


| And vaile unto 1 fas * ſeiſe. 


| 80 fyly chat her parts nt perceive's... 


Oncahyloud i pipe, to make il's pertly know ne. 


216 E-G L0G, VU ES: 


Draw to thee bonibels as ſmirke, a3 by, ſhat 1 
And wrap hem in thy love begrey their wils : {Wd le 
For (ah) had Phobus Clarlæes the meanes of ſom: 
Worſe Clarkes (pardv*nter): ſo to fing at eaſe; 


gards eome; 


For, bright aymphes, Nuran breaſts do eas! 


4 15 


= a 


To let in chirling ——_ of noted — 60 

For, deftly ſong they han a charming ſcope; Ne we 

So, nymphs themſelves * bebe git witl 
bee ee One 


| Than; Willie (ah for patty of + thine heart ut to 


That drouping yearnes, at miſſes of theſe times) Ne we 
Take thou thy pipe, and of glee. take thy part; In th 
Or cheere thyſelfe with cordials of thy times, 


Wr e. 
bite Ah un 


Morall thy matter ſo, that, tho' thou ſmite, 


Thou maiſt with tickling her dull fence; deceive. In cat 


Than by. thee, Willie, to the neighbour waſts Wor w 
Where thou (as in another world alone) o th 
Maſt{while thy flocke dot feeds) blow bitter blaſi 


For, 


EGLOGU ES. 11 


or, ſith the rude world doon us miſpleaſe 

ſhat well deſerven, tell we hur hus o-w-wne; 
ud let her ken our cunning can, with eaſe, 

ye ha; or lend denn tenownes: 


v; Pi ryvriot © 
ILIE. 3 4 m1; * 19 


Wernock, ſo thy fines mine e heart _ 
thril 25 r 

fich love af Muſes Kill; in- n 

hat I ne wot, on mould what feater a 

n be yhugg'd in Lordings pectorall. 

e would I it let bee for all the ſtore 

1th? uncoth ſcope of both-twain hemiſpheres3- 

nough is me, perdy, nor ſtrive for more 

ut to be rich in hery for my lerres-. 

e would I ſharen that ſoule - gladding glee? 

1 th? ever gaudy. gardens of the bleſt 

lot there to han, the Muſes cotmptinees | 

ow, Wernoek, ſhalt thou ſee (fo more I tee) 

bat I nill uſen any ſkill ſo mytchy * | 

Faire fall my ſwinek) as this ſo nice, and free, 

n caſe I may my name to Heaven ſtitch, | 

or why; I am by kind ſo inly pul'd 

o theſe delices, that when I betake 

iyſeif to other lore I more am duPd;' 

nd therefro, keenely ſet; E fall to make. 


E. 


But, 


v E GLOGU ES. 


But, well- away, thy nis the way to thriven; 
And, my neer kith, for that wol ſore me ſhend: 
Who little reck how I by kind am given; 
But her wold force to ſwinek-for thriftier end. 
Hence forward then I muſt aſſay, and con 
My leere in leefull lore, to pleaſen them 
That, ſib to me, would my promotion, 
And carke for that to 3 our commo 
For, now 5 nde edc no Kill to that 
(Or — but that) queued tin ſwaiges are 
now. 

80 full of — ane wot ne what 
They would; ſo, if they could they all would owe The 
So fares it in calme ſeaſons with curſt men; To 
If frennes forbeare at home, hem to invade, I Ne, 
They wry their peace to noy each other then I Th: 
By plees, till they deceaſe, or fall, or fade, vn! 
So timesbeen keener now with commonſwaynes, I An: 
Than whan as forraigne foe-men with hem An 


fought :: Yn 
For, now they. ſwyncke, but for dive law-mens f Ay 
gaines 156 


Or ſeld they ſhould poſſeſſen what they ought. N 
But, what for this ? to me it little longs 
To gab of fikliche notes of miſery; 


Ynough is me to chaunten ſwoote my ſongs, 
And 


EGLOGUES. 


And blend hem with my rural mynſtrelſy. 
nd But, O (my Wernock) how am I to thee. 

0bligen, for thy keene reencouragements 
nd. To {kill ſo mickle lov'd and ſought of me 
As this of making with Arts Elements ? 
not how I ſhall thrive therein; ne how 
[ſhall be dempt of in theſe nicer times: 
But howſoere ſo thou my workes alow, , 
[nill be ill-apaiden with my rimes, . 


WrrNOCK:.. 


Thou needſt not, Willie; wretch were I to laude 
vez Thee in thy miſſes ; for, I fo ſhould be -- 

To th' adultries of thy wits-ſcapes, but a baude, 
„e, as a friend, in ſentence, ſhould be free. 
Than, wend thou fairly on, with thyne empriſe; 

ding cleerely, Will, on mine encouragement, , 
„ And other ſwaines, more able to deviſe ; | 
ml And, fixe thee for it, in the firmament. . 

Ynough 1s me ſo I may beare a part 
ns Aye in the Muſes quire with thoſe and thee; 

Ie ſing (at eaſe) aloud, with cheeretull hart, 
No baſe, ne meane, but tenor of belt glee. 


WILLIEs. 


d 


% LOG U Es. 


t, * 
WIITIE. 


And I, with thee, woll chaunt euch counter- 
verſe 

So fhrilly that we'll make thilk quire to ring 

As ever do the angels; ; Who fehearſe 5 

The loudeſt lauds of heav'n ns Lord whan they 
ſing 

So, fare. Wernock, mickle thanks to thee 

For thy freedome, Kür canſt fo well deviſe: 

Phoebus now goes to glade ; than now goe we, 


Unto our ſheddes to reſt us till he riſe. 


; Wenxock. 
Agree'd deere Willie, gent and deböfidite, 


Weel hence : bor, rhuinaticke now fares the 
aire, | 


» ww of 
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— — Non ſemper Gnofius arcus 
Deflinat, exemplo ſed laxat cornua nervo. 
Ovid. ad Piſonem. 
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To the Honourable Socr ET of the 


INNER TEMELE. 


GENTLEMEN, 
Give you but your owne: If you refuſe to 
ter it I knowe not who will: By your meanes 


may live. If it degenerate in kinde from thoſe 
zer the ſociety hath produced, blame your- 


is not without faultes, yet ſuch as your 
ves, or at leaſt Poetica Licentia (the com- 


Lit, that is yours; what bad, myne; what in- 
ferent, both; and that will ſuffice, ſince it 


pat ia 
All yours, 


W. BROWN k. 
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res for not ſeeking a happier muſe, I knowe | 
on ſalve) will make tollerable: What is good 


u done to pleaſe ourſelves in private, by him 
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The Dzscnrerion « of 


FY 


THE FIRST SCENE. 


TJ 
Law 4 


one WY B ball, torvardes the 8 ot 
was diſcovered a cli ife of the ſea, done over in 
* white, accordinge to that of Virgill, LB. 5. 


lifficiles quondam multorumque offibus albos. 


hon it <vere ſeated two Syrens, as they are de- 
cribed by Hyginus and Servius, with their upper 
parts like women to the nawell, and the reſt like a 
len. One of theſe, at the firſt diſcovery of the 


of theirs in Hom. 1:5. . Od. Anp ay luv Taxvau 


— 


NNER TEMPLE MASQUE. 


mque . Syrenum advecta ſubibat 


ſcene (a ſea being done in perſpectime on one fide the © 
diffe) began to finge this ſonge, beinge as laſci= 
vious and proper to them, and beginninge as that © 


K: ©  STEERE. 


rt * Tux luna Tzufrr en 


1 
Sean hither, lets, Five winged pines ou 
All beaten mariners, or 1 
Here lye Love's undiſcovred mynes, [bay 
A prey to ſengers; be 
Perfumes farre ſweeter than the beſt 
Which make the pheetiix urne and neſt. 
Fear not 2 ſkips, 
or any to oppoſe you, ſave our bps, 
I. But come on ore, © n 
Where » no Joy dyes! til love bach; gotten more 


| The l two lines avere repeated a from a grov 
nere, 2 a Full chorus,” and the Syren about! 
ing againe, Triton (in all parts as 5 Apollonins 
bb. 4. Argonaut. Jhexves + was er inter 
raters her thus: 7 


Tarrox. 


Lobo; _ as Syren, with thy ſong 
To haſten what the Fates would faip prolong: 
Your ſweeteſt tunes but gronesof mandrakes be; 
He his owae traytor is that heareth thee. 
Tethys commands, nor 18 fit that you 
Should ever glory you did him ſubdue 
By wyles, whoſe pollicyes were never ſpread 
'T ul flaming Troy gave light 9 have them read. 
; Ulyſles 


Ti Ina  Trxers Masgyt. 129 


yſſes now furrowes the liquid Plaine, _ 

vubtfull of ſeeing Tthaca againe, 

or in his way more ſtops are thruſt by t time, 

| lun in the path \ where vertue comes toe climbe : 
he that with filver ſprings | for ever fills, , 
ſhe ſhady groves, ſweet meddowes, and the hills, 
rom. whole continuall ſtore ſuch pooles are fl. 
in the land for ſeas are famoſed,, . 

lis ſhe whoſe favour to this Grecian tends, 

nc to remove his ruine Triton ſends. 


SYREN, 


ut tis not Techys, nor a greater powre, 

ynthia, that rules the waves; ſcearce he (each 
houre) 2472 

That wields the nden, can chjogesbegun 

mighty Circe (daughter to the Sun) 

hecke or controule; ſhe that by charmes can 
make | 

The ſcaled fiſh to leave the brinye lake, 

ad on the' ſeas walke as on land the were; 

de chat can pullthe pale — from her ſpheare, 

ad at mid-day the world's all glorious eye 

tune with clöudes in longe obſcuritie; 

he that can cola December ſer on fire, 

ind. from the grave bodyes with life inſpire; 

e that cleave the center, and with eaſe 

proſpect make to our Antipogess _ » 

K Bd Whoſe 


* 


UT 


les 


9130 Tur Tenn Tarrus Mas qpx. 


Tarron. 
Then " Nereus Antler thus you'le have 
. telle 77 503 ear: na 
OL SYREN» © 
an duh! 
1 1 #36 Tarron, 
28 Thinke on her wrath, 
E 7151 ann 


Muſte tune againe my wanton melodye. 


Whoſe my n ique 0 les have fearfull thunde 
made, f 


And foro d brave rivers to run Were Fe 

She, without ſtormes, that ſturdy oakes can tat 

And turne their wogen where late their cur E 
toppes were 

She that can with the winter ſolſtice Pale T 

All Flora's daintyes. Circe' bids me finge, A 

And till fome greater hand her pow're can ſtay = 


Who'ere'commanide, I none but her obeye. 


1 fall. Tricon! Gt, 


Sraznp. 
Vaine was thy meſſage, yaine her haſte, forl 


4. 
. 


Here 


Hoem. Wau i Nnpro; 9oyterny. Ke. 
fl V4 ' 2 41 


5 
* 


r 1 


re 


Tux INNEA Tzmere Masayx. t 3 


Here ſhe <vent on with her SONG E thus :/ 


For iwelliggs waves, our panting breſtes, 
= Where never ſtormes ariſe _ 
m——_—_ and be awhile our gueſtes, 
For ſtarres gaze on our eyes. 
The compaſſe, love {hall hourely ſinge, 
And as he goes about the ringe, 
We will not miſſe 
To telle each pointe he nameth with a le. 


CHORUS. 


Then come on ſhore, 
There no joye dyes till love hath gotten more. 


| the end of this ſonge Circe avas ſcene upon the | 
racke; quaintly attyr'd, her haire looſe about her 
ſhoulders, an anadem of flowers bu her head, with 
a wand in her hand, and then makinge towardes 
the Syrens, call d them. thence with this a 


yrens, ynouk ; ceaſe; Circe hath prevayl'd, 
he Greeks which on the dauncinge billowes 
ſayl'd, 
bout whoſe ſhippes a hundred dolphins clunge, 
Vrapt with the muſicke of Ulyſſes“ tongue, 
lave with their guide, by powrfull Circe' _— | 


aſt their hook'd anchors on Acæa's ſtrand. 
K 4 Youds 


4 


t;t Tu lere TauriR Mises. 


Yonde ſtandes a Nins cw with os waving 


tree, uo 29%; "ha 


Whoſe galant opp ca veight ringe count, tt 


ſees, 
Under whoſe ſhade a an ita * playe, 
With gaudy nymphes farre. ſaĩrer than the daye 
Where everlaſtinge ſpringe with ſilver ſhowres 
Sweet roſes doth increaſe; to, grace our bowres; 
Where laviſh Flora, predigall in pride. 
Spendes what might well enrich all earth beſide 
And to adorne this place ſhe loves ſo deare, Whi 
Stays in ſome clymats ſcearcely halfe the yeare 
When would ſe to the world indifferent bee, 


| T hey. ſhould —— en! have as we. b, 
a! 

Midway the wood, cad from the lever lands, MW 7 
A ſpatious, yet a curious arbor ſtandes, 10 
Wherein ſhould Phebos once to pry beginne, M 4 
4 would benight him ere he gette his inne, 10 
Or turne his ſteedes ax rye, ſo drawe him on WW 4 
To burne all landes but this, like Phaeton. l 
„te. q 

Uiyſſes neate his mates, by my ſtrange charneſ , 
Lues chere till my returne in fleepe's ſoft armes 
Then Syrens quickly wend me to the bowre, © 

4 


To fitte their weleome, An: A Circe's powre. 


hne > ff 


SrREM. 


Tua Innes TxMrLE Mas dps. 1 


STERN 
hat all the elements doe owe to thee,  _ © 
into their obenzehed is perform'd in me. 
ye, 1 Cine. | 


irce drinkes not of Lethe, then awaye- 
o helpe the 0 er . * their laye. 


THE SECONDE SCENE. 


While Ciree a ider her firff ſpeech, andat 
theſe words, * Yond ſtandes a hill, &c.“ a 


travers was drawne- at the lower end of the” 
ball, and gave way for the diſcovery of an 
artificiall wood, ſo nere imitatinge nature, that, 
de, 7 thinke, had there been a grove like that in 

the open plaine, birds would have been Faller | 
C drawne to that than to Zeuxis grapes. The 

trees flood at the climbinge of an hill, and lfte. 
2 at their feete a little plaine, which they circled 

like a creſcente. In this ſpace, upon hi loc les, 

were ſeen eight muſitians in crimſen_taſſity robes, 
ul with chaplets of lawrell on their  heades, their 
oY utes by them, which beinge by them toucht as 4 
ö warninge to the nymphes of "the wood, from. 
12 . the trees <vas beard his Vente. 


oy 
$ 
# +4 - 


N 1 Tun 


That here all love, el Shes; and Weben dwells 


With incenſe dym the bright æthereal fires, 


121 Tux Inver Temes Mas ayx. 


THE SONGE IN THE WOOD. 


V Y CO ſweete birdes in each grove 
561 Nought but love. | 
What 63 our Rocha, day and 5 5 
All delighte. 
hat t doth neck wynd breath us that fleetes? 
ct +3. Endleſſe ſweets. 
c H ORUS. 
Is there A place on earth this iſle excells, 
Or any nymphes more happy live than we, 
When all our -ſonges, our n ud * 
be, 


By this time Circe and the Syrens being come int 
the <vood, Ulyſles Was ſeene | lying as  aſleepe, und: 
' the couverte of a faire tree, towardes avbon 
Ciree coming, beſpake thus, 
Cixck. 1 | 
Vet boldes ſoft lleepe his courſe. Now Ithacus Ul 


Ajax would offer hecatombes to us, 


And Itium' 8 raviſt'd wites, and childleſſe fires, 


To have thee bounde in chaynes of ſleepe as here; 
But that thou mayſt behold, and knowe how deate Nh. 
Thou art to Circe, with my magicke deepe, | he 
And powerfull verſes, thus I baniſh fleepe. he 


XX T7 THE be 4 


Taz Infra Tanere Mas guts 


THE  CHARME,. 


Bond of bes and Nighte, - 
- Hye away; and aime thy Aighte | 
Where conſorte none other fowle, 
Than the batte, and ſullen ole. 
Where upon the lymber grafſe, fs 
Poppy and Mandragoras, 
Wich like fimples' not a fem . 
Hange for ever droppes of dewe. 
Where flowes Lethe, without en 
Softly like a ſtreame of oyle. 
Hye thee thither gentle Sleepe, 
With this Greeke no longer keepe: 
Thrice I charge thee by my wand, 
Thrice with Moby from my hand, 
Doe 1 to touch Ulyſſes eyes, 
And with the Jaſpis: Then ariſe 
2 Sageſt Greeke. 


Ove 


byte (as * the Fore of Cir) aue 
thus begann 


Urrssks. 


* Thou more than eme Aae 
are MWho, when thou liſtes, canſt make (as if afraide) 
The mountaines tremble; and with terrour ſhale 
The ſeate of Dis; and from Avernus lake + 
"$1 n. | Grim 
\ 


1 * * 
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Grim Hecate with all the Furyes bringe, 
To worke revenge; or to thy queſtioninge 
Diſcloſe the ſecretes of th? inſernall ſhades, 

Or raiſe the ghoſtes that walke the undet-glades 
To thee, whom all obey, Ulyſſes bendes, 
But may I aſke (greate Circe) wbereto tendes 
Thy never-failinge handes ? Shall we be free? 
Or muſt n tn mates and me? 


9101 


Crxcx. we £7 
Neyiher, Laertes ſonne, wih winges of love, 
To thee, and none but thee; my actions more. 
My arte went with thee, * thow me mayſt 
In winninge Rheſus bores; £ ere + > nag 
Of Xanthus' ſlreame; 1. when with humar 
gore, 
Cleare Hebrus . * all trained * ore; 
When ſome brave Greeks, bee then w wi 
thee, 
—.— their tg * dh tree; 
I tyr'd the firebrande that (beſide thy flight) b 
. Left Polyphemus in eternalt nighte; We'e 
And laſtly to Aicea brought thee on, 
Safe from the man- devouring Læſtrygon. 
This for Ulyſſes' love hath Circe done, 
And if n mee thou ſhalt be wonne; 
Aurora's 


Whic! 


Here 
can 


the 
Ani 


Co 


The 1 
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Aurora's hand ſhall never drawe awaye. 

The ſable vale that hides the gladſome daye. 
But we new pleaſures will beginne to taſte, 

And better ſtille, thoſe we enjoyed laſte. 

To inſtance what I canne : Muficke, thy voyce, 
And of all thoſe | have felt our wrath, the choyce 
| Appeare ; and 10 a dance gin that delight 
Which with the minutes ſhall growe infinite. 


Here one a lile @ woodman, in n 
came forth of the \<nood, and, going towards 
the flage, ſunge this Jouge to * * the 
——_— VI. £2 

8 N 6 E. aber 


+ IT yee duſk hornes the 8 weares, 
The whittoll too, with afle's eares; 
Let the wolte leave howlinges | 
The baboone his ſcowlinge,/ | 
And Grillus hye | 
Though A though tarkinge though 
brayinge yee come, 


We'ele make yee daunce . and ſo ſend yee 


home. 
Nor 
* The muſicke was compoſed of treble violins, 
vith all the inward parts, a baſe violle, baſe lute, 
kgbut, cornamute, and a tabor and pipe. 
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Nor ę ginne tat ſnare you, | 1 
Vor maſtive ſcare vou, * 

$ Nor! learne the baboone 8 ; trickes, 92 li 
Nor Grillus N mY n 

ey From the hogge troughe, _ I; ex 0 
But turne againe unto the thickes, = 


Here's none ('ris hop'd) ſo fooliſh, ſcornes 
That any els ſhould weare the hornes. 
Here's no curre with howlinge, 
Nor an ape with N oy 
Shall mocke or moe ö 
At what you ſhowe. Vr 
In jumpinge, in ſkippinge; in turninge, dfoughte 
Youſhalldoeto pleaſe us 2838 or how noughte 


Ik there be any COVEY 8 
Amonge this many, 
Whom fuch an humour fears, 
May he till lye, | 


In Grillus' ſtye, 
Or weare ſor ever the alle's eares. | 


22 the Ar ft Hoſe of this * ſonge + Was finginge, 
| out of the thickets on eyther fide of the paſſage 
" came ruſhing the Antimaſque, being ſuch as by 
Circe, wwere ſuppoſed to have beene transforms 
(hawvinge the mindes of men OY into eee eſe ſhapes 


' Followinge: 10 f > | ad let 
7 q bs h 1 wo 


uke! 
un all 


0 
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[wo with heartes, heades, and bodyes, as 
Actæon is pictur d. 

wo like Midas, with aſſes eares. 

wo like wolves, as Lycaon is dune. 

wo like baboons. 

illus (of whom Plutarchewrites inhis morralles) 


in I” ſhape of a hogge. 


ſe together dancinge an i a meaſure, towvardes 
the latter end of it miſſed Grillus, who was newly 
ſipte away, an rohr they were” at 'a fland,' 
wond'ringe what was become of him, the <vood« 
nan — er 1 Junge oſt 


TIT 248 


s 0 N K. 


RILLUS is gone, beyre b he hath binds 

ie dayrie - maid knocke at the * oh in the 
yearde : ; 
Through thicke and thinne he 4 * 
And weighes nor depths nor n 


1 rke ! how*he whynes, 
„n all e're he dines, 

2d Then ſerve him a tricke 

bes For beinge ſo quicke, 


d lette him for all his paines 
Behold 


— — 


— —2— 
— 2 — 


— 2 * > 
. hc. -- ww. - 
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© * © Behol you turne dleane of 
| | His troughe, 

| And (pit aff fie. * walk dad bis graves Tho 
he fi 
With this the triplex of their. tune was plaid qual 
fwice or "thrice. over, and 5 turnes brought ou m 
them from the flage ; when the <voddman Jung WM grai 
this other thts * the laſt ee and * ran pon 
ene g as hen « 


Ad bew tis. i'd that al * K "wy 
Were rooting with him at the troughe or the tre 
Fly, fly, from our pure fountaines, 
Io the darke vales or the mountaines, << 
Liſte ſome one hines loft al 
With voyce like a ſwine's, kick 
As angry that none 
Wich Grillus is gone, 
Or that he is lefte behinde. 
0 let there be no ſtaye 
AJ! bis ye. 
To binder the boare from his kinde. 


4 
, Ciacz. 4 
wy * ff 4 


How likes Viyſſes this! 
Urrse ze, 


© Ovid, Metam, lib, 14. 


Taz IxVEA Texecs Masoyn, Tat 


440 + Wk... 


ULyssts. 


Much like to one 
Tho in a ſhipwracke being caſt upon 
he froathy ſhores, and ſafe beholdes his mates 
ually croſs'd by Neptune and the Fates. 
ou might as well have aſk'd how I would like 
 traine whoſe equall Orpheus could not ſtrike, 
pon a harpe whoſe ſtringes none other be, 
hen of the heart of chaſte Penelope. _ 
let it be enough that thou in theſe, 
laſt made moſt wretched Laertiades: 
t yet the ſad chance of diſtreſſed Greekes, 
ith other teares than Sorrowe's dewe your 

cheekes! ; 

loſt abject baſeneſſe hath enthraPd that breſte 
hich laughs at men by miſery oppreſte. 


1 n 


CincE. 


this, as lyllies, or the new-falne ſnowe, 
Circe ſpotleſſe yet, what though the bowe 

hich Iris bendes, appeareth to each fight 

various hewes and colours infinite: 

e learned knowe that in itſelfe is free, 

ad light and ſhade make that varietye. 

unges farre off ſeen ſeem not the ſame they 
are | | 

me is not ever truth's diſcoverer; 

OL. III. L For 


T1 
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For ſtill where envy meeteth a reporte, 
Ill ſhe makes worſe, and what is good come ſhorte 
In whatſo' ere this land hath paſſine beene, 
Or ſhe that here ore other raigneth Queene, 
Let wiſe Ulyſſes judge. Some I confeſſe, '< 
That tow'rds this ifle not long ſince did addreſſ for] 
Their ſtretched oares, no ſooner landed were, 
But (careleſſe of themſelyes) they here and ther, 
Fed on ſtrange fruites, invenominge their bloods 
And now like monſters range about the woods 
If thoſe thy mates were, yet is Circe free, 
For their misfortunes have not birth from me 
Who in the apothecarie's ſhop hath ta'ne 
(Whilſt he is wantinge) that which breeds hi 
bane, ts 

Should never blame the man who there hai 

plac'd it, 
But his owne folly urginge him to taſte it. 


ULYSSES. 1 

FEcea's Queene, and great Hyperion's pride, 1 
Pardon miſdoubtes, and we are ſatisfide. 

Ci xcx. * 

Swifter the lightninge comes not from above, N 2 


Then doe our grauts born on the winges of love 
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And fince what's paſt forh got: ms, pleaſe, 
Call to a dance the fair Nereide s,, 
With other nymphes, which doe in every harry 
ln woods, on n on mountaines 8 
ſeeke . 
for powerfull Circe, and let i in a FEW 

kechos be aydinge, that they may prolonge 

My now command to each place where they be, 
To bringe them hither all more ſpeedilye. 


Preſently in the * was heard a : full alle of 
lutes, which deſcending to ebe flage, bad to, 

them ſung this followinge ſonge, the Echos being | 
plac d in ſeveral parts f the paſage. 


s ON GE. 


* Omer bids you come mage. 


Echo. Come awaye, come — 
From the rivers, from the ſea, 
| Eceno. From the ſea, from the ſea, 
From the greene woods every one. 
Eccho. Every one, every one. 
of her maides be miffinge none. 
Ecco. Miſlinge none, — 
1 No longer ſtay, except it be to | pn 
* A med' cine for love's ſtinge. 
ere 5 2 That 


144 


That would excuſe you, and be held more deare, 
Than! wit of magicke,, for both they are here, 
 Beens. They a are hers, * are here, 


Gans N! [21 10 989898 


The E 51 2 7 no en we MET to the bf fine 
of the ſonge, They are here, but the. ſecond 
Antimaſque came iu, being Ken * and 
Were, thus attir'd ; 
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Foure ia white taſita robes, ber treſſes, 2 
chaplets of flowers, herbs, and weeds, on their 
" heads, avith little avicker baſhets in their handes, 
. neatly painted. Theſe avere Suppoſed to be maides 
attending upon Circe, and uſed in gatheringe 
ſimples for their  miftreſſes's inchantments.— 
(Pauſanius in Ports Eliacis,) 

6 

Three in ſea greene "Wt * ercentfh haire hang- 
ing looſe, with leaves of corall and ſpells inter- 
mixt upon it. Theſe are, by Ovid affirmed to 
Helpe the oy of panes fi in their collections, 


The 


* Horac. lib. 3: earmin. 
+ Nereides nymphæque ſimul , quis vellera motis 
Nulla trahunt digitos, nec fila ſequentia ducunt, 
SGramina diſponunt ; ſparſoſque ſine ordine flores 
Secernunt Calathis, variifque coloribus herbas. 
Ipſa quod he faciunt opus exigit; ce. 
1 | : Ovid, lib. 14. Melam. 
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Theſe havinge danced a moſt curious meaſure to a 
ſofter tune than the firſt Antimaſque, as moſt . 


fitting, returned as they came; the Nereides 
towardes the cliffes, and the other Maides of 


irce 10 ee e 3 ; 
va br e ee * 


Urvssks. 


Fame e addes not to thy j joyes, I ſee in dis, 

But like a high and ſtately pyramis 3 | 
rowes leaſt at fartheſt; now faire Circe grante, 
lthough the faire-hair'd Greeks do never vaunte, 
hat they in meaſur'd paces ought have done, 

But where the god of Batteles led them on; 
ie leave that (freed from ſleepe) the ſinall 

remaine | 

f my companions, on the under plaine, 

lay in a dance ſtrive how to pleaſure thee, 

Lyther with ſkill or with varietye. 


Circe. 
irce is pleas'd : Ulyſſes rake my monk. | 
ind from their eyes eachchild of geepecommand, 
hilſt my choice maides with their . 
voyces 

Whereateach byrd and Jancingsſ pringe rejoyces) 
Harminge the windes when they contrary meete, 
Shall make their ſpirits as nimble as their feete. 

L 3 THE 
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Fun THIRD $CENE's 


DzscnIPrION. 


A dhe: mas 
to Ulyſſes, re/ts an the lower parte of the hin, 
zobile he going up the hill, and firiking the 
trees with his ande, Suddenly two greate gates 
flew open, makinge; as it were, a large glade 
through the wood, and along the glade a faire 
evalke; two ſeeming bricke walles on either 
"fide, over which the trees <vantonly bunge; 4 
great light (as the Sun's ſudden wnmaſkinge) 
being ſeene upon this diſcovery. At the fur- 
ther end was deſcrided an arbor, very curiouſly 
done, havinge one entrance under an archi- 
treave, borne up by two pillers, with their 
chapters and baſes guilte; the top of the en- 
trance beautifide with poſtures of Satyres, Wood- 
nymphs, and other anticke <vorke ; as alſo the 
fades and corners : the coveringe archwiſe inter- 
<vove 4with boughes, the backe of it girt round 
with a vine, and artificially done up in knottes 
towardes the toppe : beyond it was a wood-ſcene 
in perſpectiue, the fore part of it opening at 
_ Uiyſſes's approach, the maſters were diſcovered 
in ſeverall ſeates, leaninge as aſleepe. 


THEIR 


R O&% ws W- 
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THEIR ATTIRE, 


Doublets of greene taffita, cut like oaken leaves, 
as upon cloth of fylver; their ſti tes and 
qevinges cut into leaves, deepe round hoje of the 
ſame, both lind with ſprigge lace ſpangled; 
long white Hille flockings; greene pumps, and 
roſes done over with fylver leaves; hattes of 
the ſame fiuſſe, and tut narrowe-brinimed, and 
rifinge ſmaller compaſſe at the crowne ; white 
reathe hatbandes ; white plumes ; egrettes with 
a greene fall; ruffe bands and cuffes. 


U yyſſes ſeverally came and toucht every one of 


them with the wand, while this was ſunge. 
SON G E. 


Sunk off ſleepe ye worthy knights, 
Though ye dreame of all delights; 
Shew that Venus doth reſorte 
To the campe as well as courte. 
By ſome well timed meaſure, 
And on your geſtures and your paces, 
Let the well-compoſed graces, 
Lokinge like, and parte with pleaſure. 


L4 . By. 
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By this the knights being all riſen from their 
ſeates, were, by Ulyſſes (the loud muficke ſound- 
inge) brought to the flage ; and then to the wiolins 
danced their firfl meaſure; after which this 
ſonge brought them 10 the ſecond. ; 


$ONGE 


0 N and imitate the ſun, 
Stay not to breathe till you have done: 
Earth doth thinke as other where 
Do ſome woemen ſhe doth beare. 
Thoſe wifes whoſe huſbands only threaten, 
Are not lov'd like thoſe are beaten : 
Then with your feete to ſuffringe move her, 
For whilſt you beate earth thus, youlove her, 


Here they danc'd theire ſecond meaſure, and then 
this ſonge was ſunge, during which time they 
' take out the ladyes. 
e 


8 now amonge this faireſt number, 
Upon whoſe breſtes love would for ever ſlumber : 
Chooſe not amiſſe, ſince you may where you wille, 

Or blame yourſelves for chuſinge ille. 

Then do not leave, though oft the muſicke cloſes) 
Till lillyes ig their cheekes be turned to roſes. 
CHORUS, 
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CHORUS, 
And if it lay in Ciree's power, 
Your bliſſe might ſo perſever, 
That thoſe you chooſe but for an howe1, 
You ſhould enjoy for ever. 


The knights, with their ladyes, dance here the old 
meaſures, Galliards, Corantoes, the Branles, Tc. 
and then (havinge led them againe to their | 
places) danced their laſt meaſure ; after which 
this ſonge called them awaye. 


$0NGE. 
* 


W HO but Time ſo haſty were, 


To fly away and leave you here. 
Here where delight 
Might well allure 
A very ſtoicke, from this night 
To turne an epicure. 
But fince he calles my ; and time will lone 
repent, 
He ſtaid not longer here but ran be more idly 
ſpente. 


AN 


(156) 
AN 
| ne “. E, 
On the bewailed Death of 
THE TRUELY -BELOVED AND MOST VERTUOUS 


*HENRY, PrINCE or WALES. 


W ar time the 3 clad i in a mourning 
robe, | 
A ſtage made, for a woefull tragedie, 
When ſhowres of teares from the celeſtiall globe, 
Bewail'd the fate of ſea-lov'd Brittanie ; The 
| When fighes as frequent were as various ſights, 
| When Hope lay bed · rid, and all pleaſures dying, WTha 


When Envie wept, | His 
And Comfort ſlept, 0 
When Cruelty itſelfe fat almoſt crying; Wh 


Nought being heard but what the minde affrights: I na 
When Autumn had diſrob'd the Summer's 


pride, | 
Se e wig: $ honour, Europe s wonder dide. I 1. | 
| O ſad- We. 
* 'This Copy is tranſcribed from a manuſcript in 1 


the Bodleian Library, and iy inſerted here on account 
of the variations from that printed i in the firſt book ( 
| of Britannia's Paſtoral, 3 
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) ſaddeſt ſtraine that ere the Muſes ſung ! 

text of woe for griefe to comment on; 

eares, ſighs and ſobs, give paſſage to my tongue» 

Or I ſhall ſpend you till the laſt is gone. 

And then my hart, in flames of burning love, 

Wanting his moiſture, ſhall to cinders turne, 

But firſt by me, 

Bequeathed be, 

To ſtrew the place, wherein his ſacred urne 

'S Wbhall be enclos'd. This might in many move 
The like effect: (who would not doe it?) when 
No grave befits him, but the harts' of men. 


US 


The man whoſe maſſe of ſorrowes have been 
ſuch, | 
That, by their weight laid on each ſeverall part, 
His fountaines are ſo drie, he but as much 
As one poore drop hath left, to eaſe his hart: 
Why ſhould he keepe it? fince the time doth call 
That he n'ere better can beſtow it in? 
If ſo he feares, 
That other teares 
In greater number greateſt prizes winne, 
Know, none gives more then He who giveth all: 
Then he which hath but one poore teare in 
ſtore, 


Oh let himfpend thatdropand weepe no more! 
00 | Why 


Hexxr Paixcz or WALES, T7 
| Fnglan 
ill no 
ye m 
migh 


Why flowes not Hellieon beyond her ſtrands? 
Is Henrie dead, and doe the Muſes ſleepe? 
Alas! I ſee each one amazed ſtands, 


Shallow foords mutter, filent are the deepe : hat * 
Faine would they tell their priefes, but know not light 
where, , 
All are ſo full, nought can axigrinent their ſtore, 
Then how ſhould they Break. 
Their griefes diſpley 


Tomen ſocloide they faine would heare no more. Niet a 


Though blaming thoſe whoſe plaints they can- Im 
not _heare ? An 


And with this wiſh their paſſions I allow, 


May that muſe never ſpeake that's ſilent now! I! h 


Is Henrie dead? alas! and doe I live 
To fing a ſcrich-owle's note that he is dead ? 
If any one a fitter theame can give, 
Come, give it now, or never to be read: 
But let him ſee it doe of Horror taſte, | 
Anguiſh, Deſtruction ; could it rend in ſunder, 
With fearefull grones, 
The ſencelefle ſtones, 
Yet ſhould we hardly be inforc'd to wonder, 
Our former grictes would ſo exceed their laſt : 
Time cannot make our ſorrowes ought com- 


pleater, 


N or add one aber urning greater. 
England 


- 
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5 | TE | 
England ſtood ne're engirt with waves till now, 
ill now it held part with the Continent, 

zye me! ſome one, in pittie ſhow me how 
might in dolefull numbers ſo lament, 

hat any one, which lov'd him, bated me 
light dearly love me, for lamenting him: 
Alas my plaint, 

In ſuch conſtraint, 

rreakes forth in rage, that thoughe my paſſions 
ſwimme, 

Yet are they drowned ere they landed be. 
Imperfect lines: oh happy were I, hurl'd 
And cut from life as England from the world, 


)! happier had we beene, if we had beene 

Never made happie by enjoying thee, 

here hath the glorious Eye of Heaven ſeene 

\ ſpectacle of greater miſerie ? 

ime, turn thy courſe! and bring againe the 
ſpring! | 

Breake Nature's lawes! ſearch the records of old! 

If ought e're fell 

Might paralel 

dad Albion's caſe: then note when I unfold 

hat ſeas of ſorrow ſhe is plunged in : 

Whereſtormes of woe ſo mainly have beſet her, 

She hath no place for worſe, nor hope for better. 


Brittaine | 
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Brittaine was whilome knowne (by more then TE 
| fame) 
To be one of the Iſlands — 
e e e would — now that 
name, E 
Lying ſo ruefull and difconſolate ? 
Hath not her watrie zone in murmuring, 
Fil'd every ſhoare with eccho's of her crie ? 
Yes, Thetis raves, 
And bids her waves 
Bring all the nimphes within her Emperie, 
To be afliſtant in her ſorrowing. 
See where they ſadly fit on Ifis' ſhore, 
Aud rend their haires as they would joy no 
more. 1 


THIRSIS': 


len 
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THIRSIS's PAL To RIS MisTRESs, 
BY W. BROWNE. - 
From a Collection of Pozxs, called p 
ENGLAND's HELICON; 


O R, | 
The Moszs Har MonY. 


On a hill that grac'd the plaine 
Thirſis ſate, a comely ſwaine, 
Comelier ſwaine nere grac'd a hill: 
Whilſt his flocke, that wandred nie, 
Cropt the green graſſe buſilie; 
Thus he tun'd his oaten quill: 


Ver hath made the pleaſant field 
Many ſeveral odours yeeld, 
Odors aromatical: 
From faire Aſtra's cherrie lip, 
Sweeter ſmells for ever ſkip, 
They in pleaſing paſſen all. 
Leavie groves now mainely ring, 
With each ſweet bird's ſonnetting, 
Notes that make the ecchos long: 
But when Aſtra tunes her voice, 
All the mirthful birds rejoice, 


And are liſt'ning to her ſong, 
| Fairely 
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Feairely head the Damaſke roſe, 
Whoſe rare mixture doth diſcloſe 
Beauties, penrills cannot faine. 
Vet, if Aſtra paſſe the buſh, 
'Roſes have been ſeen to bluſh. - 
She . on their beauties ſtaine. 


Phcebus wining bright in ie, 

_ Gilds the floods, heates mountaines hie 
With his beames all quick' ning fire: 

Aſtra's eyes (moſt ſparkling ones) 

Strikes a heat in hearts of ſtones, 

And enflames them with deſire. 


Fields are bleſt with flownle a, 

Ayre is bleſt when ſhe doth breath, 

Birds make happy ev'ry grove, 

She each bird when ſhe doth fing, 

Phoebus' heate to Earth doth bring, 
She makes mn fall in lore, 


Thoſe bleflnges of the Earth we ſwaines do call, 
Aſtra can bleſſe * n nerd and all. 


A POEM, 


N ONaN ! + a Nr 
A P..O E M, 


"  ATTRIBUEED | 
By PRINCE, zu urs Worthies of Devon, 
To WILLIAM e. 


| Oft "OM heard of Lydford lar, 
How, in the morn, they hang and u 2 
And ſit in judgement after. 
At firit I wonder d at it much, | 
But fince I find the reaſon fuch, 
As it deſerves no laughter. 


II. 


They have a Caſtle on a hill, 
I took it for an old wind - mill, 
The vanes blown off by weather; 
To lye therein one night, tis gueſs'd, 
'Twere better to be ſton'd and preſs'd, 
Or hang'd, - now choſe you whether. 


III. 


Ten men leſs room within this cave, 
Than five mice in a lanthorn have, 
The keepers they are ſly ones; 
If any could deviſe by art, 
To get it up into a cart, - 
'Twere fit to carry lyons, 
Vor. . M | When 
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. 
When I beheld it, Lord! thought I, 
What juſtice and what clemency 
Flath Lydford! When 1 ſaw all, 
I know none gladly there would ſtay, 
But rather hang out of the way, 


s o * o 


V. 
The Prince an hundred pounds hath ſent 
To mend the leads, and planchens wrent, 
Within this living tomb, 
Some forty-five pounds more had paid 
The debts of all that ſhall be laid 
There till the day of doom 


VI. 

One lyes there for a ſeam of malt, 
Another for a peck of ſalt, 

Two ſureties for a noble. 
If this be true, or elſe falſe news, 
You may go aſk of Maſter Crews“, 

John Vaughan, or John Doble f. 

. . = 

Tore, to theſe men that lye in lurch, N 
Here is a bridge, there is a church; 

Seven aſhes, and one oak; 


* The Steward. | "Þ; 
+ Attorney of the Court, 


# 


FOR. | 
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* | 
Three houſes ſtand; oe, and ten down. 


A 

+") ' "hs. * | | 

They ſay.the parſon . pe * 55 9 1 
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whereby you may y conſider well, | . 


That plain ſimplicity doth dell! 

At Lydford, without bravery. 
And in the town both, young and HENS, I! 
Do love the naked truth to haye, Cans a = 


— 


— 


2 — — 
— — 
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& ar ö ; 
The people all within this climey 8 , | | 
Are frozen in the winter time, 
For ſure I do not fain ; ' [ 
And when the ſummer is begun, j, i 
They lye like filk-worms in the ſun, * 9 
And come to life again. * | 
„ 43 ba 
1 


One told me in King Cæſars time, 
The town was built with ſtone and lime, 
But ſure the walls were clay, J p 510 


—— 
4 — 


And they are fal'n, for ought I ſe . 
And ſince the houſes are got free, {4 
The town is run away. 5 

ö M 2 Ob! 


1-5 XI. i nee 
oh! Czfar, if thou there did rein, 
While one houſe ſtands come there again; 

Come quickly while there is one. 
If thou ſtay but a little fit, 
But five years more, they ee | 
The whole town to a 8 


7 


— 
To ſee it thus much griey'd kf, 
The proverb ſaith, * bude dry,” 
So was Tat the matter. 


Now by good luck, I know not how, tf 
There thither came a ſtrange ſtray cory. « And 
And we had milk and water. . 
7 II. | | * | Wid 
To nine good ſtomachs, with ——_ * by 
At laſt we got a roaſung/pigg, 1 | 
This dyet was our bounds, - 
And this-was juſt as if *twere known, 


A pound of butter had been thrown, 
ne 
4 in XIV. EE 
One glaſs of drink 1 got by chance, 
Twas Clatret when it was in France, 
But now from it much-wider ; 3 - 
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SEVERAL OCCASIONS. uy 


1 think a a man might make as es 


With green crabs boyl'd, and Brazil wood, 
And balf a pint of der. de 


XV.. 


a Kiſy'd the Mayor's, band of the town, 

Who, though he wears no ſcarlet gown, - 
Honours the Roſe and Thiſtle, - 

A piece of coral to the mace, 

Which there 1 ſaw to. ſerve in place, 
Would make a good. child's whiſtle. | 


: XVI. | 


At fix o'clock I came away, „nit 

And pray'd for thoſe that were to r 
Witbin a place ſo arrant. 

Wide and ope the winds ſo roare, Bit 

By God's grace I'll come there no mare, | 
Valcſs by ſome. tyn warrant. 
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PaerizeD To RICHARD. THE THIRD 

ms CuaaAerzs, Led, AND Tractvy,” 
A Pot, Ato. 1614. {amongſt other Verſes 
by CuasMAx, Btx Joxsox, &c.] i 


To his worthy and ingenious Friend the AuTuor, 


8 0 fare · as cas a ſwayne (hb chan a rounde 
On oaten · pipe ro further boaſts his Kill) D 


I dare to cenſure the ſhrill trumpets found, Wh 
Or other muſick of the ſacred hil; The 
The popular applauſe hath not {6 fell | The 
(Like Niles lowd cataract) poſſeſt mine ears & 
But others ſongs I can diſtigguiſh well An 
And chant their praiſe, deſpiſed vertue rears; WW Or 
Nor ſhall thy buikin'd muſe be heard alone x 
In ſtately pallaces; the ſhady woods We 
By me ſhall learn't, and eccho's one by one An 
Teach it the hils, and they the filver floods. WI 
Our learned ſhepheards that have us'd to fore . 


Their haſty gifts in notes that wooe. the plaines, WW po 
By rural ditties will be known no more; 

But reach at fame by ſuch as are thy ſtraines, 
And I would gladly (if the fiſters ſpring 
Had me inabled) beare a part with thee, 

And for ſweet groves, of brave * heroes ſing, 

But ſince it fits not my weake melodie, 

It ſhall ſuffice that thou ſuch means do'ſt give, 
That my harſh lines among the beſt may live. | 
| W. N Int. Temp, 

Quere? brarer! - |» = 
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Mk. WILLIAM DRAYTON, 
TO HIS NOBLE FRIEND | 


MR. WILLIAM BROWNE; 
OF THE EVIL TIME. 


De EAR fiend, be filent and with mtienice ſee, 
What this mad time's cataſtrophe will be; 
The world's firſt wiſemen certainly miſtook 
bee and ſpoke things quite beſide the 
book, 

And that which they have ſaid of God, untrue, 
Or elſe expect ſtrange judgment to enſue. 

This ifle is a mere Bedlam, and therein, 
We all lie raving mad in every fin, _ 
And him the wiſeſt moſt men uſe to call, 
Who doth (alone) the maddeſt thing of all; 
He whom the maſter of all wiſdom found, 
For a mark'd fool, and ſo did him propound, 
The time we live in, to that paſs is brought, 
That only he a cenſor now is thought; 
And that baſe villain, (not an age yet gone) 
Which a good man would not have look'd upon, 8 
Now like a God with divine worſhip follow'd, . 
And all his actions are accounted hallow'd. 

This world of ours, thus runneth upon wheely, 
det on the hea!, bolt upright with her heels; 
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Which makes me think i hat the Ethnics told 
'Th' opinion, the Pythagoriſts uphold, 
That the immortal ſoul doth tranſmigrate; 
Then I ſuppoſe by che ſtrong power of fate, 
That thoſe which at confuſed Babel were, 
And ſince that time now many a lingering year, 
Through fools, and beaſts, and lunaticks have pat, 
Are here imbodied in this age at laſt, | 
And though f ſo long we from that time be gone, 
Yet taſte we ftill of that confuſion, 

For certainly there's ſcarce one found that now 
Knows what t'approve, or what to diſallow, 
All arſey-verſey, nothing is it's own, 
But to our proverb, all turn'd upſide down:; 
To do in time, is to do out of ſeaſon, | 
And that ſpeeds beſt, that s done the fartheſt from 

reaſon, | 

He's high'ſt that's lows, he's foreſt in that's out, 
He hits the next way that goes farth'ſt about, 
He getteth up unlike to riſe at all, IF. 
He flips to ground as much unlike to fall; 
Which doth inforce me partly to prefer, 
The opinion of that mad Philoſopher, _ 
Who taught, that thoſe all-framing powers above, 
(As tis ſuppos'd) made man not out of love 
To him at all, but-only as a thing, 


To make them e with, ace uſe to bring, 
A 
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As men do monkies, pu ppets, 10 tuch tools 

Of laughter: ſo men are but the Gods fools. 
Such are by titles lifted to the | Ape: 

As wherefore no man knows, God ſcarcely why; 
The virtuous man depreſſed li like a ſtone, | 

For that dull fot to raiſe himſelf. u Pon; ; 

He who ne'et thing yet worthy man 1 do, 
Never durſt lock upon his country's foe, 


Nor durſt attempt that action which might get 5 


* 


7 


Him fame with men: or higher might him ſer | 5 


Than the baſe beggar (rightly if compar'd;) 
This drone yet never brave attempt that dard, 
Yet dares be knighted, N Trom thence dares 


grow 
To any title empire can beſtow 3 


for. this believe, that impudence is now 
A cardinal vertue, and men it allow 
Reverence, nay more, men ſtudy and invent 
New ways, - nay glory to be impudent. 

Into the clouds the devil lately got, | 
And by the moiſture doubting much the rot, 
\ medicine took to make him purge and caſt; 
Vhich in a ſhort time began to work ſo faſt, 
hat he fell to't, and from his backſide flew 
\ rout of raſcal a rude ribald crew | 
Of baſe Plebeians, which no ſooner light 
Upon the earth, but with a ſudden flint 


L 
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They foread this iſle ; and as Deucalion once 
Over his ſhoulder back, by throwing ſtones 
They became men, even ſo theſe beaſts became 
Owners of titles from an obſcure 1 name. 

He that by riot, of a mighty rent, 
Hath his late goodly patrimony ſpent, 
And into baſe and wilful begg'ry run, 
This man as he ſome glorious act had done, 
With ſome great penſion, or rich gift reliev'd, 
When he that hath by iaduſtry atchiev'd Hap 
Some noble thing, contemned and diſgrac'd, To ſ 
In the forlorn hope of times is plac'd, As it 
As though that God had careleſsly left all Why 
That being bath on this terreſtrial ball, Angi 
To fortune's guiding, nor would have to do That 
With man, hor ought that doth belong him to, Io f 
Or at the leaſt God having given more o tl 
Power to the devil, then he did of yore, At iz 
Over this world ; ; the fiend as he doth hate The 
The virtuous man; maligning his eſtate, 80 f. 
All noble things, and would have by his will, Wit 
To be damn'd with him, uſing all his ſkill, Poin 
By his black hellih miniſters to vex T 
All worthy men, and ſtrangly to perplex The 
Their conſtancy, thereby them ſo to fright, Wit] 
That they ſhould yield them wholly to his might. 
But of thefe.things I vainly do bat tell, 
Where hell is heaven, and heav'n is now turn'd 

hel}; 


| 
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There that which lately blaſphemy hath been, | 
ow godlineſs, much leſs accounted fin ; 2 
And a long while: I greatly marvePd why Dy 
zuffoons and. bawds ſhould hourly multiply, 

ill that of late I conſtru'd it, that they 

To preſent thrift had got the perfect way, 

When I concluded by their odious crimes, 

It was for us no thriving in thefe times. 

As men oft laugh at. little babes, when they 
Hap to behold ſome ſtrange thing in their play, 
To ſee them on the ſudden ſtrucken ſad, 

As in their tancy ſome ſtrange forms they had, 
Which they by pointing with their fingers ſhow, 
Angry at our capacities ſo flow, 

That by their countenance we no ſooner learn 

To ſee the wonder which they ſo diſcern; 

o the celeſtial powers do fit and ſmile 

At innocent.and virtuous men the while,, 
They ſtand. amazed at the world o'er-gone, 

50 far beyond i imagination, 

With {laviſh baſeneſs, that they ſilent ſit 
Pointing like children in deſcribing it. 

Then, noble friend, the next way to controul 
Theſe worldly croſſes, is to arm thy ſoul 

With conſtant patience: and with thoughts as 
high 

Ws tacſc below, and Poor, winged to ay 


1 
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To that exalted dand, whither yet they 
Are got with pain, that fit out of dbox 
Of this ignoble age, which raiſeth none 'G 
But ſuch as think their black damnation 

To be a trifle ; ſuch, ſo ill, that when 

They are adyanc'd thoſe few poor honeſt men 
That yet are living, into ſearch'do run 

To find what miſchief they have lately done, 
Which ſo prefers them; ſay thou be doth rite, 
That maketh virtue his chief exereiſe. 
And in this baſe world come whatever ſhall, 
He's worth lamenting, that for her doth fall. 


* 
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A 


Brad... bono: iniitzb gigs 
2 Adread, * afraid. 


 Aﬀeſe, to affright. 
Agryze, horror, fear. | 
Algate, every way, wholly, | 
Apparceived, perceived, beheld. | 
Agile, free. | 
Aſtonied, aſtoniſhed. 
Ay, always... 


64 fee” 1 
Balke, ridge of land between. two furrows. | 
Beheet, to promiſe. 
- Bet, better. 910 
 Bewraye, to diſcover; to betray. 
- Blent, blind, blinded, 
Blet, bleated, like a lamb.. 
Bi, bleſſed. | 
Blive, ready, readily. 
Breere, a brier. 
Brent, burnt. 
Broocb, a jewel. 


. 5 C. 
Carte, care. 
Cheeſe, to chuſe. 


[ 


A GLOSSARY, Ke. 


Chiertee, joy. 7 
Clipped, poſſeſſed, enjoyed, embraced. 
Cuaſes a lamb brought up by "—_— ) 
© Crowd, a fiddle. 
coy care. 4. 
21 Cy D. ye 


Deal, as every deal, entirely, every bit. 
Dell, a valley. 


Dight, dreſſed, decked, Horned, Prepared. 
E. 


Eft, again, SIPS E428 
Eftſoons, ſoon dherwitds,50 "eu? 
Eke, alſo, likewiſe.” - © © 
Ela, old, old age. 5 
Erilage, inheritance. 
, F. | 

Fallace, deceipt, diſappointment.” 
Feere, . + a companion. 
-: Ferd, afraid. 
Fet, fetched, to fetch. © 
Fier, fire. 
Gybe, to ſneer..' | 

Gybing, ſneering. 

F. 

Jani veere, January. 90 

Fouiſance, play fulneſs, merriment, feſtivity 

Kid, to acquire, to engroſs. | 

Knap, a hillock. 8 a 
+ Kythe, to caſt, to beſtow. 
ROOTS Lai 
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A GLOSSARY, Ke. 


L. 
Laire, a barn, a ſtall for ciatie. 
Leech, a phyſician, a ſurgeons '+ , 
Leefe, dear, beloved. 
Leere, to learn. 
Leeſe, to loſe. 
Lepry, a leproſy. 
Lever, rather. $ ö 
Lin, to ſtop, to give over, to leave off... 


M. 7 
Meſel, a leper.. 1 
Mickle, 7 | 
Meckbill, 0 much 
Muc kle, | 
Minſtralſie, inftrumental harmony. 
Mot, muſt... 
Mozar, a maple LY 
M GG” 
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Pereaſe, perhaps, bernd 

Pied, pricked up, dreſſed out. 

Pine, pain; ſo ſpelt for the ſake of the rhime, 

Pifile, an epiſtle. | I” 

Pleneere, full, fulneſs. 

Purvay, to provide. 
R. 

Raught, reached. 

Reed, warning, advice. 

Ki}, a ruſh, 


Rokes, 


— 
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ne, N en 


Seech, to ſeck. 


Roles, reeks, or ſmokes. 
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Skepe, ſhaped, happened, befell. 


Sickerly, Turely, certainly. 


Sike, ſuch. 
Lin, fince. 


| Stowwnd, a while, a ſeaſon, : a Tie. 


. Sevinke, ſweat. 
- Swythe, ſoon. . 


- Sythes, times; off FR oftentimes. 


Teen, ſorrow, grief. 
Thruftle, a rel, - | 
Tyred, attired. 


v. 


Unneth, EPR 


Unwifte, unknown. 

* 
Ware, beware. 
Ween, to think, to imagine. to — 


Weeing, imagining. 
Wiibome, formerly. 
„ bt, a perſon. 
Won, to dwell. 
Full, wool. 


p 


Tale, yielded. ** 


Yeve, give. 
Inoau, enough. 


